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Creativity  is  a  swirl  of  fire 
emitted  from  a  dragon  who  knows 
that  knowledge  and  passion 
make  glorious  allies. 


THERESA  CARILLI 


Dear  Readers: 

Welcome  to  our  first  issue  of  Pastels:  A  Journal  of  Creative  Com¬ 
munication.  After  years  of  working  with  so  many  talented  students  at 
Purdue  University  Calumet,  I  thought  it  was  time  to  create  a  venue, 
which  would  showcase  their  creativity.  Eventually  we  hope  to  include 
student  work  from  Communication  departments  around  the  country. 

This  inaugural  issue  of  Pastels  includes  excerpts  from  plays  written 
by  students  in  a  playwriting  class  at  Purdue  University  Calumet.  For 
most  of  these  students,  this  class  represented  a  first  and  monumental 
effort  to  work  with  a  challenging  genre.  As  a  playwright,  I  know  just 
how  complicated  it  is  to  write  text  and  subtext,  character  and  plot  in 
a  meaningful  way.  To  infuse  one’s  work  with  cultural  critique  or  social 
commentary  is  often  a  playwright’s  goal.  The  body  of  work  in  this  issue 
accomplishes  this  goal-providing  commentary  on  human  experience 
and  communication  in  a  world  of  cultural  differences. 

I  applaud  the  bravery  of  these  writers.  Through  their  dialogue,  they 
are  providing  ways  to  address  conflict,  bridge  adversity,  and  demonstrate 
communication  strategies.  I  mentioned  to  all  of  them  that  a  good  play, 
like  any  type  of  research,  often  takes  many  years  to  write  and  re-write. 
To  create  a  story  with  believable  characters  in  so  short  a  time  is  really 
quite  a  feat.  My  hope  is  that  you  will  find  their  work  to  be  provocative 
and  insightful,  and  that  you  will  appreciate  the  effort  and  craft  present 
in  these  excerpts. 

I  wish  to  thank  the  Dean  of  the  School  of  Liberal  Arts  and  Social 
Sciences,  Dr.  Dan  Dunn,  for  encouraging  me  to  have  the  vision  for  this 
journal.  For  so  many  faculty  members  at  Purdue  University  Calumet, 
teaching  is  a  way  of  life.  The  success  of  a  university  is  contingent 
upon  administrators  like  Dean  Dunn  who  supports,  understands,  and 
nurtures  faculty  members  to  strive  for  classroom  excellence.  Also,  I 
wish  to  thank  Dr.  Yahya  Kamalipour,  Head  of  the  Department  of  Com¬ 
munication  and  Creative  Arts,  for  his  continued  support  and  dedication 
to  a  department  which  continues  to  thrive  under  his  guidance.  I  thank 
the  Director  of  Liberal  Studies,  Becky  Stankowski,  for  moving  this 
project  forward  and  understanding  the  importance  of  this  undertaking. 

I  thank  Kathy  Hejmej  and  Peggy  Greer  for  all  their  assistance  on 
this  project. 

I  wish  to  give  a  special  thanks  to  the  first  editor  of  this  journal, 

Ami  Kleminski.  Ami’s  brilliance,  dedication,  and  eye  for  detail  has 
made  this  issue  possible.  I  treasure  your  work,  Ami.  Thank  you  for 
all  you  have  given  of  yourself. 

THERESA  CARILLI,  Professor 

Department  of  Communication  and  Creative  Arts 

Faculty  Advisor 
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LETTER  FROM  THE  EDITOR 


These  pieces  offer  a  glimpse  into  the  painful  human  struggle 
for  identity  within  interpersonal  relationships  informed  by  the 
roles  we  assume  within  the  public  and  privates  spheres.  We  are 
witness  to  privacy  issues  regarding  disclosure,  which  call  to  ques¬ 
tion  generationally-infused  societal  definitions  of  what  is  public 
and  what  is  private,  ultimately  serving  to  expose  women.  The 
voices  herein  illustrate  the  problems  inherent  in  this  lack  of 
privacy  while  simultaneously  offering  power  through  the 
communication  and  performance  of  one’s  identity. 

Just  Another  Day  by  leesha  Hearne  offers  insight  into  actual 
and  perceived  multi-racial  identity.  Minshu  Tang’s  Pink  Gun  pres¬ 
ents  a  dual  conflict  regarding  ethnically-charged  communication 
differences/expectations  and  universal  perceptions  regarding 
maleness.  Girls’  Night  In  by  Katherine  Pantinas  offers  a  critique 
on  communication  competency  regarding  perception,  as  well  as 
boundaries  and  issues  of  privacy.  Erin  Fenner’s  Layers  depicts 
sex  as  a  defense  mechanism/perceived  protection,  which  ulti¬ 
mately  serves  to  make  life  public,  rather  than  facing  the  responsi¬ 
bilities  inherent  to  a  private  life.  As  It  Unfolds  by  Dawn  Simanson 
deals  with  mother/daughter  conflict  and  societal  notions  of 
homosexuality  informed  by  opposing  generational  worldviews. 

Lee  Lavery’s  Rescue  illustrates  a  tri-generational  conflict  con¬ 
cerning  class/status  expectations.  Madame  Blavatsky  by  Jean 
Rapstad,  set  over  one  hundred  years  ago,  shows  how  women’s 
identity  has  always  been  deemed  public  information. 

I  would  like  to  thank  the  playwrights  herein  for  sharing  their 
work  with  us. 

I  would  also  like  to  thank  Kaylie  Hall  for  volunteering  her 
artistic  talents  and  beautiful  work. 

I  would  especially  like  to  thank  Dr.  Theresa  Carilli  for  giving 
me  this  opportunity  and  for  her  unwavering  support  and  encour¬ 
agement  in  both  the  public  and  private  spheres. 


AMI  KLEMINSKI 
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JUST  ANOTHER  DAY 

by  1EESHA  HEARNE 


CHARACTERS: 

JANIS,  fifty-fo ur-year-old  Caucasian  woman,  falls 
in  and  out  of  black  vernacular 

ZOE,  twenty-six-year-old  multiracial  daughter  of  JANIS, 
exudes  confidence 

INTRODUCTION: 

Just  Another  Day  is  about  ZOE  and  her  relationship  with  her  family 
and  the  differences  found  not  only  within  diverse  ethnic  groups  but 
within  individual  people.  ZOE  is  a  lesbian  construction  worker  who 
is  just  trying  to  hold  her  family  together.  JANIS  is  a  school  teacher, 
has  not  had  a  steady  job  since  her  husband  (African  American) 
passed  away  seven  years  ago,  who  has  identity  issues.  In  Act  I 
Scene  I,  despite  their  differences  the  two  women  offer  a  glimpse 
of  their  bizarre,  close  relationship/friendship. 

SETTING: 

(This  scene  is  an  interaction  between  ZOE  and  JANIS  taking  place  in  JANIS’s 
living  room  in  the  early  evening.  The  living  room  is  decorated  with  Japanese 
decor  and  many  photos  of  diverse  and  multi-ethnic  people.  JANIS  is  wearing 
a  new  hat  and  walking  around  trying  to  get  dressed.  ZOE  has  just  returned 
home  from  working  her  construction  job  and  is  dressed  in  jeans  and  work 
boots.  ZOE  enters  stage  right  and  walks  across  the  living  room  greeting 
JANIS  with  a  hug  at  center  stage.  ZOE  proceeds  to  sit  on  the  couch.) 


ZOE:  Hey,  Ma!  What's  up? 

JANIS:  Hey,  hon.  How  was  your  day? 

(JANIS  walks  toward  ZOE  center  stage  to  the  couch.) 

ZOE:  (disappointedly)  It  was  okay!  (confused)  Did  you  go  to  work? 

JANIS:  No,  can’t  say  that  I  did.  Like  my  new  hat? 

ZOE:  Ma.  I  already  told  you  white  people  don’t  wear  hats  to  church. 

It  just  doesn’t  look  right. 

JANIS:  (using  black  vernacular)  Well,  shame  on  you. ..honey.  You  know  I 
was  the  finest  thing  walking  up  in  church  last  week.  And  you 
know  they  kept  on  asking  Geraldine,  “Who  was  that  fine  white 
woman  you  were  with?”  She  didn’t  know  who  they  were  talking 
about,  (pause)  She  said,  “Who?  JANIS?  JANIS  isn’t  white.” 
Please...  don’t  make  me  take  off  my  hat  ‘cause  then  people 
would  be  wanting  to  touch  my  hair  to  see  if  it’s  real,  (laughing) 
The  kids  at  school  ask  me,  "Is  that  Barbie  hair?" 


ZOE:  That  nappy  shit....  Ma,  come  on.  All  I  know  is  that  you  look  like 

Missy  Celie  from  The  Color  Purple,  (sings)  "Sista,  you  been  on 
my  mind.  Oh  sista,  we’re  two  of  a  kind.” 

JANIS:  (sarcastically  interrupts)  Shut  up.. .and  I’m  the  one  who’s  white? 
You  can’t  sing  for  shit.  You  need  to  go  to  church  and  sing  with 
your  family. 

ZOE:  Yeah,  that’s  all  the  world  needs  is  another  lesbian  in  the  choir 

stand.  Well,  I  guess  it  might  be  okay  since  Oprah’s  gay. 

JANIS:  (back  to  regular  voice)  ZOE,  Oprah  is  not  gay.  (annoyed)  Why  do 
you  keep  saying  that?  I  mean  she  told  everyone  she  was 
molested  by  her  uncle.  You  think  she  has  a  problem  telling 
people  she  is  gay? 

ZOE:  Oh  my  god,  Ma.  Do  you  really  believe  Gail  is  just  her  (making 

quotation  marks  with  hands)  best  friend? 

JANIS:  Yes! 

ZOE:  You’re  crazy.  She  takes  that  woman  everywhere  she  goes. 

JANIS:  I  can’t  believe  I  have  a  daughter  so  stupid.  Why  do  you  care 
anyways? 

ZOE:  I  don’t.  She’s  the  one  selling  herself  short. 

JANIS:  (laughing)  I  think  you  want  to  be  her  girlfriend. 

ZOE:  Yeah  right,  I  want  to  be  Oprah  Winfrey’s  girlfriend,  (pause) 

Ma....if  it  walks  like  a  duck  and  quacks  like  a  duck,  then.... it’s 
a  duck,  (pause)  Whatever,  (annoyed)  So  instead  of  going  to  work 
did  you  get  Auntie  Mary  anything  for  tonight? 

JANIS:  No,  can’t  say  that  I  did.  How  about  this? 

(walks  towards  ZOE  showing  her  a  shirt) 

ZOE:  Ma,  just  put  anything  on.  Who  cares?  And  of  course  you  didn’t 

get  Auntie  Mary  anything  for  her  birthday.. ..that  would  be  too 
much  like  right?  Well  this  year  we  are  not  getting  her  those 
fucking  Glamour  Shots  from  the  mall.  She  called  me  for 
months  after  that.  Two  hundred  and  seventy-nine  dollars. 
That’s  all  she  kept  saying. 

JANIS:  Well,  I  did  not  know  they  were  going  to  be  that  expensive,  ZOE, 
and  besides  I’m  the  one  who  should  be  mad  at  her.  I  was  the 
one  carrying  that  shitty  dog  cage  around  for  her.  I  couldn’t 
believe  that  dog  shit  himself  in  that  cage.  But  I  thought  they 
turned  out  ok?  What  did  you  think?  (lights  a  cigarette) 

ZOE:  I  thought  the  dog  never  looked  so  good  with  that  pretty  ass 

coat  of  his.  Auntie  Mary  on  the  other  hand...  Well,  (pause) 

I  would  still  be  mad  too. 

JANIS:  Hey,  I  tried,  (pause)  I  think  you  will  be  happy  to  hear  that  I 
saved  us  from  going  to  the  Amish  Acres  this  year. 

ZOE:  Who  in  the  hell  goes  to  Amish  Acres  for  their  birthday?  Damn, 

this  family  is  messed  up.  (pause)  Well,  anyways,  I  saw  Granny 


the  other  day.  She  made  me  some  slop.  It  was  waiting  on  me 
when  I  got  there.  Like,  (sultry  voice)  “please  put  some  sauce 
on  me  before  you  eat  me.”  Then  she  told  me  this  horrible  story 
about  going  outside  to  throw  out  the  garbage  and  the  bin  fell 
on  top  of  her. 

JANIS:  (underneath  her  breath  as  she  walks  away)  Well,  it  could  not  have 
happened  to  a  nicer  person. 

ZOE:  What  did  you  say? 

JANIS:  (changing  her  shirt)  Nothing.  That  was  awful. 

ZOE:  You  know  she  is  still  your  mother. 

JANIS:  (annoyed)  Yeah,  so  tell  me  something  that  I  don’t  know. 

ZOE:  Well,  I  only  need  to  change  my  top.  I  didn’t  do  anything  at  work 

so  I’m  clean.  So  whenever  you  get  done  walking  back  and 
forth  trying  to  find  something  to  wear,  I’m  ready,  (pause)  Oh  my 
god,  ma,  you  wouldn’t  believe  what  I  heard  today  at  work? 

JANIS:  I  hate  to  even  ask.  What  happened? 

ZOE:  Do  you  really  want  to  know? 

JANIS:  Yes... I  do. 

ZOE:  I  heard  a  joke.  What  do  you  tell  a  woman  who  has  two  black 

eyes? 

JANIS:  What? 

ZOE:  Nothing.  She’s  already  been  told  twice. 

ZOE:  What’s  the  difference  between  your  wife  and  your  girlfriend? 

JANIS:  What? 

ZOE:  Forty-five  pounds.  Then  I  met  Chief  Slap-a-Hoe  from  the  Huk-a- 

Luggie  tribe.  Then  I  was  called  a  carpet  muncher.  Then  a  pretty 
ass  fur  trader  -- 1  didn’t  know  what  a  fur  trader  was  until  I 
thought  about  it.  My  boss,  who  has  known  me  for  five  years, 
said,  “I  didn’t  know  you  were  a  half  breed.  You  look  too  dark 
to  be  a  half  breed.”  And  that  all  happened  before  lunch. 

JANIS:  Wow! 

ZOE:  I  repeat.. .before  lunch 

JANIS:  How  do  you  do  it? 

ZOE:  This  is  my  world  and  these  muthafuckers  are  just  living  in  it. 

Besides,  this  pretty  face  has  carried  me  far  in  a  man’s  world. 

JANIS:  That  pretty  face  ain’t  gonna  carry  you  all  your  life. 

ZOE:  Why  not?  It  has  worked  for  you  so  far  and  I  look  just  like  you. 

And  it  helps  you  get  out  of  all  those  tickets,  right?  Isn’t  that 
what  you  asked  my  first  girlfriend  -  if  she  thought  your  pretty 
face  would  get  you  out  of  a  ticket?  That  was  kind  of  a  set  up. 

JANIS:  (laughing)  Well,  I  had  to  see  where  her  head  was. 


ZOE:  Must  be  nice  to  just  take  the  day  off  of  work  just  because 

you  feel  like  it.  Did  you  do  anything  today? 

JANIS:  Well,  I  did  find  out  that  Clay  needs  a  white  teacher,  but  they 
are  on  probation  and  I  don’t  want  to  teach  in  a  bad  situation. 

ZOE:  I  just  do  not  understand  you.  Why  you  always  got  to  look  for 

jobs  in  the  ‘hood  where  they  need  white  teachers?  Why  can’t 
you  go  for  the  position  that  fits  you  the  most? 

JANIS:  Because,  I  feel  closely  related  to  the  African  American 
community.  They  are  my  people.  They’re  the  only  people 
I  feel  comfortable  with. 

ZOE:  Hell,  you  can  be  closely  related  to  anyone  and  not  respect 

them.  I  just  don’t  think  you  respect  it. 

JANIS:  Respect  what? 

ZOE:  I  feel  like  you  pick  and  choose  when  you  want  to  be  black  and 

when  you  want  to  be  white.  Ya  know,  my  professor  once  told 
me  that  means  you’re  using  your  skin  privilege.  All  I’m  saying  is 
that  I  am  left  with  the  struggle  everyday.  You  will  never  know  how 
it  feels  to  be  too  black  to  feel  white  and  too  white  to  feel  black. 

JANIS:  Oh,  ZOE,  you  have  the  best  of  both  worlds. 

ZOE:  True. 

JANIS:  What  happens  when  you  are  white  and  you  hate  everything 
the  culture  stands  for?  I’m  not  proud  to  be  white,  especially 
with  our  American  history.  I’m  just  proud  to  be  me. 

ZOE:  Are  you  sure  about  that?  (mocking)  And  boohoo,  I  don’t  want  to 

be  white.  There  are  worse  things  that  can  happen.  But  I  know 
one  thing;  you  haven’t  worked  in  a  long  time.  And  why  you  try¬ 
ing  to  respect  the  black  culture  or  whatever  the  hell  you  are 
doing?  An  educated  black  woman  with  kids  would  have  found 
a  job  by  now,  sweetie.  And  are  you  ready  or  are  we  gonna  roll 
up  in  there  like  always,  on  C.  P.  time.. ..you  know  colored 
people  time? 

JANIS:  Oh  my  God.  Why  are  you  always  so  dramatic?  Are  you  done? 

ZOE:  I  guess. 

JANIS:  I’m  ready,  Betty  Davis. 

(END  OF  SCENE) 

BIOGRAPHY: 

leesha  Hearne  is  a  Purdue  University  Calumet  alumna  with  an  Associate’s 
in  Women's  Studies  and  a  Bachelor's  in  General  Communication  (2006). 
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PINK  GUN 

by  MINSHU  TANG 


CHARACTERS: 

LING,  twenty-four-year-old  Chinese  girl  who  is  more  mature  than 
she  appears 

SUE,  thirty-six-year-old  American  white  woman  who  is  less  mature 
than  she  appears 

INTRODUCTION: 

Pink  Gun  is  about  LING,  a  Chinese  girl  whose  boyfriend  broke  up 
with  her  to  marry  an  American  woman  for  a  green  card.  LING 
followed  him  to  the  United  States  and  lived  with  him  and  his  wife, 
SUE,  under  the  guise  of  being  his  “cousin."  Before  she  has  a  chance 
for  revenge,  the  man  dies  in  a  fatal  car  accident.  In  Act  I  Scene  I, 
LING  decides  to  tell  SUE  the  truth  before  returning  to  China.  Much 
to  the  surprise  of  both  women,  the  truth  is  elusive. 

SETTING: 

(The  scene  takes  place  in  SUE's  two-story  house.  In  the  middle  of  the  stage, 
LING  and  SUE  are  seated  facing  each  other,  playing  Mahjong,  which  is 
normally  played  by  four  people.) 


SUE:  What  time  is  it  now? 

LING:  Six  thirty. 

SUE:  It’s  only  been  forty  minutes?  It  feels  like  four  hours.  Time  is 

crawling  without  him,  isn’t  it? 

LING:  Want  more  coffee? 

SUE:  Yes,  please.  Why  don’t  we  take  a  break? 

(LING  rises  to  get  more  coffee.) 

SUE:  Damn,  I  didn’t  know  that  having  fun  could  be  so  tiring!  (sighs) 

It  was  much  more  fun  playing  Mahjong  with  him,  ya  know? 

(LING  returns  with  a  coffee  pot.) 

LING:  Here  is  your  coffee.  Careful!  It’s  hot! 

SUE:  Oh,  thanks.  My  mom  always  told  me  that... 

LING:  (simultaneous)  A  woman  cannot  function  normally  without  a  man. 

SUE:  (simultaneous)  A  woman  cannot  function  normally  without  a  man. 

LING:  (sarcastic)  Well,  what’s  a  husband  for? 

SUE:  (pause)  I  don’t  like  your  attitude,  LING. 

LING:  For  entertainment. 


SUE:  It’s  not  nice  to  talk  about  a  dead  person  this  way,  especially 

when  that  person  was  your  cousin,  (regretfully)  Oh,  I  shouldn’t 
get  angry  with  you...  I  guess  it’s  just  that  I  miss  him  so  much. 

LING:  That’s  why  we  girls  need  coffee.  Coffee  has  no  nutrition  at  all, 

technically,  but  it  can  make  you  buzzy,  anti-depression,  the 
technical  term.  And  that’s  exactly  what  both  of  us  need  now. 

SUE:  (eyes  roam)  What  else  can  we  do? 

LING:  You  don’t  want  to  play  Mahjong  anymore? 

SUE:  No.  It  was  not  supposed  to  be  played  by  two  people. 

LING:  But  you  enjoyed  playing  Mahjong  every  time  when  the  three  of 

us  played  together.  It  was  not  supposed  to  be  played  by  three 
people  either. 

SUE:  Yeah,  but  we  cannot  compare  ourselves  to  him.  He  was  a 

man.  He  was  capable  of  playing  two  people  in  a  game. 

We  aren’t. 

LING:  (pause)  You  were  never  curious  about  his  feelings? 

SUE:  Feelings  about  what? 

LING:  (hesitantly)  Feelings  of  playing  two  people  at  once? 

SUE:  He  was  a  man.  Men  are  smarter.  They  can  do  that. 

LING:  I  was  always  wondering  how  it  would  feel.  It  must  be  very  fun 

to  be  double-faced. 

SUE:  Huh? 

LING:  Haven’t  there  ever  been  moments  of  confusion  or... 

exhausting...  or  mentally  schismatic  when  he  played  two 
people  all  the  time? 

SUE:  What  are  you  talking  about,  LING?  It’s  just  a  game. 

LING:  It's  just  a  game?  (pause)  Who  won  in  the  end? 

SUE:  Well,  I  don’t  remember.  Sometimes  he  won.  Sometimes  you 

won.  Sometimes  I  won.  But  in  most  cases  he  won,  I  guess. 

LING:  So  he  won!  So  we  lost!  Both  of  us! 

SUE:  Well,  women  can  never  beat  a  man  at  games! 

LING:  Your  mom  told  you  that  too? 

SUE:  She’s  pretty  intelligent,  isn’t  she? 

LING:  I  have  to  admit.  Yes.  (long  pause)  But  what  did  he  win? 

SUE:  Are  you  OK,  LING? 

LING:  I  mean,  what  did  he  get  in  the  end? 

SUE:  Do  you  want  some  juice?  You  drank  too  much  coffee,  (pause) 

I  know  you  are  sad.  So  am  I.  But  he  died... 

LING:  (agitated)  I  don’t  want  him  dead!  I  want  him  to  answer  my 

question! 


SUE:  Oh,  I  miss  him  too.  He  was  your  cousin,  but  he  was  also  my 

husband. 

LING:  (agitated)  He  was  more  than  my  cousin! 

SUE:  I  know.  I  know.  He  was  more  than  your  cousin.  He  was  almost 

your  brother!  Your  parents  were  busy  working  when  you  were 
young,  so  you  grew  up  with  his  family.  I  know!  I  know  all  those 
stories.  I  completely  understand! 

LING:  No,  you  don’t!  (pause)  Ignorance  is  a  bliss,  isn’t  it? 

(SUE  looks  confused.  LING  shakes  her  head.) 

LING:  Sorry! 

SUE:  (pause)  It’s  fine.  I  don’t  blame  you.  People  do  crazy  things 

when  they’re  grieving. 

LING:  I  shouldn’t  vent  this  on  you.  It  was  him  who  abandoned 

me,  not  you. 

SUE:  It  was  an  accident.  He  didn’t  plan  to  abandon  us. 

LING:  (resolutely)  You  need  to  know  some  truth! 

SUE:  You  need  a  diversion!  Come  here.  Forget  about  this  stupid 

game.  Let’s  watch  TV. 

LING:  (presses  her  head  with  her  fingers)  No,  I  don’t  have  the 

mood  for  TV  tonight! 

SUE:  Sure,  you  do.  And  you  need  to. 

(She  grabs  LING’S  arm  and  tries  to  drag  her  out  of  her  chair.) 

SUE:  Come  on,  girl,  for  me.  Watch  TV  with  me.  Nobody  could  feel 

worse  than  a  woman  who  just  lost  her  husband. 

(LING  hesitates  a  little  and  then  nods.  SUE  sits  on  the  couch  grabbing  the 
remote  control.  LING  sits  down  beside  her.  SUE  throws  her  a  pillow,  which 
LING  comfortably  hugs.  SUE  begins  flipping  through  channels.) 

SUE:  Let  me  find  something  for  my  dearest  LING.  Commercial  for 

Victoria’s  Secret,  no.  Commercial  for  McDonalds,  no. 
Commercial  for  Advil,  no.  Everybody  Loves  Raymond! 

LING:  (sarcastically)  Except  for  me! 

SUE:  OK,  I’ll  keep  searching.  Commercial  for  Burger  King. 

Commercial  for  American  Express.  Commercial  for 
Walgreen’s.  Friends! 

LING:  Walgreen’s  commercial  is  funnier  than  those  friends! 

SUE:  OK,  Sex  and  the  City!  How  about  that?  Your  favorite,  Carrie! 

LING:  I’m  in  a  city  without  sex.  What  do  you  think? 

SUE:  Oprah!  Our  spiritual  mentor! 

LING:  No,  I  can’t  bear  any  boohoo  stories  today.  I  got  my  own. 

SUE:  (silently  nods)  Foster’s  Home  for  Imaginary  Friends!  Cartoons 

are  designed  for  entertainment!  For  cheering  you  up! 


LING:  Cartoons  are  silly! 

SUE:  Then  let’s  just  be  silly. 

(They  begin  watching  the  animated  show.  We  can  see  the  light  from  the 
TV  on  LING  and  SUE's  faces,  but  we  cannot  hear  the  TV.) 

SUE:  You’re  right.  It  is  very  silly.  I  mean,  why  do  these  people 

need  imaginary  friends?  It  doesn’t  make  any  sense. 

LING:  Maybe  they  don’t  have  real  friends. 

SUE:  How  come? 

LING:  It  happens. 

SUE:  It  never  happened  to  me...  You? 

LING:  It  does. 

SUE:  (hesitantly)  Who  am  I  to  you? 

LING:  You  are  my  cousin’s  wife. 

SUE:  Anything  else? 

LING:  Nothing  else. 

SUE:  (resolutely)  Do  you  think  of  me  as  your  friend? 

LING:  I  don’t  want  to  hurt  you,  SUE. 

SUE:  I  am  serious,  LING. 

LING:  What  do  you  expect  from  me? 

SUE:  The  truth! 

LING:  OK.  No! 

(SUE  turns  off  the  TV  suddenly  and  throws  the  remote  control  into 
the  garbage  can  beside  the  couch.  LING  looks  up  at  SUE.) 

SUE:  I  am  not  your  friend,  so  I  don’t  have  to  watch  TV  with  you. 

LING:  OK.  I  thought  I  was  accompanying  you  watching  TV. 

(LING  grabs  a  magazine  on  the  couch  and  begins  to  flip  through  the 
pages.  SUE  takes  the  magazine  out  of  LING’S  hands  and  throws  it 
into  the  garbage  can.) 

SUE:  That  is  MY  magazine! 

LING:  (furiously)  OK. 

(LING  walks  to  the  sink  taking  a  cup  off  the  table  and  tries  to  get  some 
water  from  the  faucet.  SUE  rushes  forward  and  turns  the  faucet  off.) 

SUE:  That’s  MY  water. 

LING:  (exaggeratedly  takes  a  deep  breath)  Now  I  am  breathing  YOUR  air! 

SUE:  Stop! 

(LING  walks  around  taking  exaggerated  deep  breaths  all  over  the  room.) 


SUE:  Stop,  LING! 


(SUE  tries  to  grab  LING’S  arm  to  stop  her,  but  pulls  her  hair  by  accident. 

LING  screams  and  intuitively  turns  around  and  slaps  SUE  across  the  face.) 

SUE:  (screams)  Leave  my  house  now! 

(LING  is  shocked.  After  a  short  pause,  she  runs  into  her  room.  She  quickly 
comes  out  with  a  suitcase  and  two  bags  over  her  shoulder.  She  stops  in 
the  middle  of  the  stage.) 

SUE:  What  are  you  doing? 

LING:  I  am  leaving  now.  Thank  you  for  allowing  me  to  live  with 

you  for  two  years. 

SUE:  When  did  you  pack? 

LING:  I  don’t  have  a  reason  to  live  here  anymore. 

SUE:  When  did  you  pack?  You’re  already  prepared  to  leave? 

LING:  He  died,  SUE.  I  don’t  have  any  reason  to  live  here  anymore. 

SUE:  Yes,  he  died.  But  you  are  still  his  dear  cousin.  And  I  am  still 

his  wife.  We  are  still  a  family.. .You  are  mad  at  me,  aren’t  you? 
(pause)  Please  don’t.  You  know  I  was  just  angry.  I  didn’t  mean 
it.  You  know  me!  He  always  called  me  Drama  Queen,  remember? 

LING:  Don’t  be  such  a  baby,  SUE.  Without  him,  we  are  strangers! 

SUE:  That’s  not  true!  We  are  not  strangers.  We’re  family. 

LING:  Things  changed,  SUE.  You  have  to  accept  it. 

SUE:  (reluctantly)  OK,  even  if  we  are  not  a  family  anymore.  We  are 

still  friends,  right?  (pause)  Wait.. .you  never  considered  me  your 
friend?  (pause)  Answer  me! 

LING:  What  makes  you  believe  that  I  would  treat  you  as  a  friend? 

SUE:  Because  I  treated  you  as  my  friend! 

LING:  (sarcastically)  How? 

SUE:  I  let  you  live  with  us.  I  spent  time  with  you.  I  watched  TV  with 

you.  I  even  let  you  pick  the  channel.  I  asked  for  your  advice 
when  I  went  shopping,  (pause)  We  even  had  our  period  at  the 
same  time  each  month.  That  means  something,  doesn’t  it? 
(pause)  We  had  girl  talk!  We  shared  his  jokes  and  laughed 
at  them  together.  We  both  love  him! 

LING:  Yes,  I  love  him. 

SUE:  Of  course.  We  both  love  him,  yesterday,  today  and  tomorrow 

as  well. 

LING:  I  love  him.  And  that’s  why  I  have  to  leave. 

SUE:  Please.  I  love  him  too.  And  I  love  you.  You  are  still  my  family 

and  my  friend. 

LING:  (sighs)  Please,  SUE.  Just  let  me  go.  It’s  better  for  me. ..and  you. 

(LING  walks  towards  the  door.  SUE  rushes  in  front  of  her  before  her  hand 
reaches  the  door  knob.) 


SUE:  You  can’t  leave! 

LING:  (offended)  May  I  ask  why? 

SUE:  (stuttering)  You  can't  leave  my  house  without.. .letting  me 

check  your  suitcase. 

LING:  What? 

SUE:  How  do  I  know  you  didn’t  steal  some  jewelry  from  my  house? 

LING:  You  are  insane! 

SUE:  And  I  am  not  the  only  one! 

(SUE  forcefully  takes  the  suitcase  from  LING.  She  runs  away  with  the 
suitcase  like  it’s  a  trophy.  She  hides  behind  the  couch  laughing  at  LING.) 

LING:  How  old  are  you,  SUE?! 

SUE:  Who  cares?  But  you  can't  leave  without  your  suitcase!  Ha! 

LING:  (long  pause)  Yes,  I  can. 

(LING  turns  around  putting  her  hand  on  the  door  knob  and  turns  it  to  the 
right.  We  hear  a  click.  SUE  screams  and  runs  toward  LING  and  grabs  her 
from  behind.  Both  of  them  fall  to  the  floor.  SUE  is  lying  face  down  on  the 
floor.  LING  is  lying  on  top  of  her.) 

SUE:  No,  you  are  not  leaving.  Please!  Please!  Please!  Please! 

Please!  Please! 

LING:  If  he  were  still  alive,  what  do  you  think  he  would  say  when 

he  sees  I  am  on  top  of  you? 

(They  laugh  and  LING  rolls  off  of  SUE.  Both  women  are  s till  lying  on  the  floor.) 

SUE:  (sincerely)  I  really  love  you,  LING.  I  can’t  live  without  you. 

I  just  lost  him.  I  can’t  lose  you  too. 

LING:  I  didn’t  know  it  would  be  this  comfortable  to  lie  on  the  floor. 

SUE:  Really?  (pause)  Why  don’t  I  feel  it?  Maybe  it’s  just  the  spot 

you  are  lying  on? 

LING:  I  don’t  want  to  hurt  you,  SUE.  You’ve  had  enough  for  today. 

SUE:  Then  stay  with  me! 

LING:  Even  though  I  don’t  treat  you  as  my  family? 

SUE:  Even  though  you  don’t  treat  me  like  family! 

LING:  Even  though  I  don’t  treat  you  as  my  friend? 

SUE:  Even  though  you  don’t  treat  me  like  a  friend! 

LING:  Why? 

SUE:  (long  pause)  Because  I  have  cancer. 

LING:  Oh,  gee! 

SUE:  I’m  serious... I  have  cancer.. .It  was  diagnosed  a  week  ago 

when  I  went  to  see  the  doctor.  He  said  that  I  will  die  in 
six  months. 

LING:  Where? 


SUE:  What? 

LING:  Where  is  the  tumor? 

SUE:  Here  (points  to  her  neck)  There  is  a  lump  here.  Touch  it. 

LING:  (touching  SUE’s  neck)  No,  there  is  nothing  there. 

(SUE  grabs  LING’s  hand  and  put  it  on  her  neck  again.) 

SUE:  Can  you  feel  it?  It  is  not  a  big  lump.  A  very  tiny  one.  You  have 

to  really  be  concentrating  to  feel  it.  But  it's  a  tumor  for  sure! 

LING:  (takes  her  hand  off  SUE’s  neck)  OK,  there  is  a  tumor,  (sarcastically) 

So  what  did  the  doctor  call  it?  A  neck  cancer? 

SUE:  (sadly)  I  loved  him.  He’s  gone  and  we  didn’t  have  any  children. 

You  are  my  only  connection  to  him  now. 

LING:  Excuse  me? 

SUE:  I  am  afraid  that  I  will  forget  him  sooner  or  later!  (pause)  I  can 

feel  him  fading  from  my  body.  Little  by  little.  I  am  afraid  that 
I  will  forget  about  him  in  the  end  like  he  never  existed. 

LING:  Congratulations! 

SUE:  For  what? 

LING:  Of  your  fast  deleting  mental  system.  So  you  should  kick  me 

out  of  the  house  as  soon  as  possible,  cut  all  the  connections 
between  you  and  him,  move  on,  and  have  a  happy  new  life! 

SUE:  No,  you  misunderstand  me.  He  left,  but  my  love  for  him  lives 

still!  He  disappeared  without  asking  my  permission.  And  I  am 
alone  here,  loving  him  still,  like  an  idiot,  refusing  to  let  go 
when  the  game  is  clearly  over.  Do  you  understand? 

LING:  You  are  too  emotional  now.  Come  and  sit  down. 

(LING  grabs  SUE's  arm  and  takes  her  to  the  chair  beside  the  table. 

Right  before  SUE  sits  on  the  chair,  LING  pulls  the  chair  out  from  under 

SUE,  causing  her  to  fall  to  the  floor.) 

LING:  Is  this  the  feeling  that  you  were  just  talking  about? 

SUE:  (long  pause)  Men  are  bastards!  I  hate  them. 

LING:  No,  you  love  him. 

SUE:  (crying)  I  just  don’t  know  what  to  do.  I  don’t  want  to  throw 

my  love  around.  It’s  like  throwing  daggers  at  the  air.  I  need 
a  target.  Anything.  A  plant,  a  food,  a  dog,  or  a  piece  of  paper. 
Anything  but  him!  Anything  that  I  could  send  my  love  to! 

LING:  I  am  sorry,  SUE.  But... 

SUE:  You  are  my  only  connection  to  him.  I  need  you  to  be  here. 

LING:  (pause)  Maybe  we  can  try. 

SUE:  (euphorically)  Really? 

LING:  As  family? 

SUE:  Yes. 


LING:  Or  friends? 

SUE:  Better! 

LING:  (ponders)  Let’s  make  it  a  friendship. 

SUE:  We  already  have. 

LING:  Not  yet!  (pause)  Now  tell  me  a  secret. 

SUE:  What? 

LING:  Friends  are  those  who  share  secrets,  aren’t  they? 

SUE:  You  have  a  point.  I  have  hemorrhoids...  Now  it’s  your  turn. 

LING:  (pause)  I  was  his  girlfriend. 

SUE:  Whose  girlfriend? 

LING:  Your  husband! 

SUE:  (laughing  while  slapping  the  table)  That’s  a  good  one,  LING. 

(LING  walks  toward  SUE  holding  her  head  so  they  are  face  to  face.) 

LING:  It’s  not  a  joke,  SUE.  It’s  a  secret! 

(END  OF  SCENE) 
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GIRLS'  NIGHT  IN 

by  KATHERINE  PANTINAS 


CHARACTERS: 

JESSICA,  thirties,  married  to  Dave,  SARAH’S  older  sister 

LINDSEY,  thirties,  divorcing  Dan,  who  is  RENEE’S 
husband’s  brother 

RENEE,  thirties,  married  to  Mike 
SARAH,  thirties,  married  to  Chris 
SUSAN,  thirties,  husband  not  mentioned 
TRISHA,  thirties,  only  unmarried  woman 

INTRODUCTION: 

Girls’  Night  In  is  about  six  women  gathering  together  one  Friday 
night  a  month  for  the  past  ten  years.  These  evenings  have  served 
as  a  source  of  support,  as  well  as  one  of  conflict  until  a  revelation 
occurs.  In  the  final  scene  of  Act  I,  tension  that  has  been  building 
among  several  of  the  women  causes  a  major  conflict,  until  one 
woman  reveals  personal  information  that  will  change  the  group’s 
attitude  permanently. 

SETTING: 

(The  women  are  all  gathered  in  SUSAN's  living  room.  They  are  sitting  on 
sofas,  chatting,  and  eating  cake,  when  JESSICA  brings  up  a  controversial 
topic.) 


JESSICA:  So,  SARAH,  is  Chris  out  at  the  bar  with  the  rest  of  the  guys? 

SARAH:  Yeah,  he’s  going  to  meet  up  with  them  later  at.. .Later,  (pause) 
He’s  going  to  meet  up  with  them  later. 

RENEE:  Don’t  tell  me  they’re  going  to  the  Vu  again? 

JESSICA:  What?! 

SUSAN:  RENEE! 

SARAH:  Oh,  God. 

RENEE:  What?  Mike  said  they  were  meeting  at  the  bar  then  taking 
Jason  out  for  his  birthday  at  Deja  Vu.  One  of  the  guys  from 
work  got  some  sort  of  party  discount  or  something. 


LINDSEY:  (to  RENEE)  Is  Dan  going? 

RENEE:  Urn,  I  dunno.  Mike  didn’t  say  who  was  going. 

LINDSEY:  (to  RENEE)  Yeah,  right.  I’m  sure  he  didn’t  tell  you  that  his 
brother  was  going  with. 

RENEE:  Really,  LINDSEY,  I  swear  to  God.  I  didn’t  get  an  official  guest 
list.  Even  if  he  was  invited  it  doesn’t  mean  he  will  go. 


LINDSEY: 


JESSICA: 


SUSAN: 

LINDSEY: 


TRISHA: 

RENEE: 

SARAH: 

LINDSEY: 

JESSICA: 

SUSAN: 

RENEE: 


LINDSEY: 

TRISHA: 

JESSICA: 

TRISHA: 

JESSICA: 

TRISHA: 

SARAH: 

JESSICA: 

SARAH: 

JESSICA: 


He  better  not  go.  It’s  his  weekend  to  watch  Kaitlyn.  If  that 
asshole  left  her  with  some  strange  babysitter  so  he  can  go 
get  his  rocks  off  watching  a  bunch  of  pathetic  women  expos¬ 
ing  themselves,  I’ll  kill  him.  I’ll  drag  his  ass  to  court  and  show 
the  judge  what  kind  of  father  he  is. 

I  got  a  babysitter  so  Dave  could  go  with  his  buddies  to  watch 
a  bunch  of  naked  women?  Oh,  hell  no.  (pulls  out  cell  phone  and 
makes  call)  He’d  better  answer  his  phone  and  he’d  better  be 
on  his  way  to  pick  up  Logan  instead  of  going  to  some  damned 
strip  club. 

Guys,  calm  down. 

(to  SUSAN)  Calm  down?  Our  husbands  are  out  looking  at 
naked  women.  Naked  women  who  aren’t  their  wives.  And 
you  want  us  to  calm  down? 

It’s  not  like  they  can  touch  the  girls  or  anything. 

( whispers  to  SARAH)  Unless  they  get  lap  dances. 

(whispers  to  RENEE)  Don’t  make  this  worse. 

(to  TRISHA)  How  in  the  hell  would  you  know? 

That  jerk  is  not  answering  his  phone,  (snaps  phone  closed ) 
TRISHA... 

(visibly  aware  of  tension  between  LINDSEY  and  TRISHA) 

LINDSEY,  you  need  to  stop  before  you  say  something 
you’ll  regret. 

Like  what?  (to  TRISHA)  Like  you  have  no  morals,  no  ethics, 
and  no  integrity?  Like  I  know  all  about  your  abortion? 

(to  LINDSEY)  My  abortion?  What  in  the  hell  are  you  talking 
about? 

Oh,  come  on,  TRISHA.  We  heard  all  about  the  abortion 
you  got  in  college. 

(to  JESSICA  and  LINDSEY)  That’s  it!  I’ve  had  just  about  as 
much  stupidity  as  I  can  take.  I  have  never  had  an  abortion. 

(to  TRISHA)  Then  why  would  SARAH  tell  RENEE  that  you  did? 
SARAH? 

I  swear  on  my  life  I  never  told  RENEE  that  TRISHA  had 
an  abortion. 

(to  SARAH)  Then  why  did  I  overhear  you  telling  RENEE  about 
TRISHA’s  abortion? 

(to  JESSICA)  When?  When  did  you  “overhear”  this  information? 

(to  SARAH)  I  don’t  know.  A  couple  of  months  ago.  I  came  over 
to  your  house  and  you  were  on  the  phone  with  RENEE.  It’s 
not  like  you  were  trying  to  be  quiet  about  it. 


RENEE:  I  think  I  know  what  she’s  talking  about,  (to  TRISHA)  It’s  your 
private  business.  Do  you  want  me  to  explain? 

TRISHA:  It’s  not  like  my  private  business  hasn’t  already  been  put 
on  display. 

RENEE:  (to  TRISHA)  SARAH  was  telling  me  about  the  time  you  had  a 
miscarriage  and  the  doctor  had  to  do  a  D&C  because  at  the 
ten-week  checkup  she  couldn’t  find  a  heartbeat. 

TRISHA:  (to  SARAH)  You  told  her  that?  Why  would  you  tell  her  about 
that? 

RENEE:  (to  TRISHA)  Because  I  was  depressed  about  my  own  miscar¬ 
riage.  She  was  encouraging  me  to  talk  to  you  because  you 
would  understand  how  I  was  feeling.  But  then  I  got  pregnant 
again  so  quickly,  I  felt  like  I  didn’t  have  the  right  to  complain 
anymore. 

LINDSEY:  None  of  this  changes  the  fact  that  our  men  are  at  a  strip  club 
and  that  none  of  you  seems  to  care! 

TRISHA:  It’s  not  like  they’re  having  sex  with  the  girls.  They’re  just 
looking  at  them. 

LINDSEY:  (to  TRISHA)  This  has  nothing  to  do  with  you.  You  don’t  even 
have  a  husband. 

TRISHA:  In  a  few  weeks,  neither  will  you.  Maybe  we  should  start  a  new 
Girls’  Night,  huh,  LINDSEY?  One  for  just  us  pathetic  single 
gals  with  no  husbands. 

LINSDEY:  (to  TRISHA)  You  really  are  heartless,  you  know  that? 

JESSICA:  Who  else  knew  they  were  going  to  a  strip  club? 

(A  fight  ensues  between  sisters  JESSICA  and  SARAH.) 

SARAH:  Why  does  it  matter  who  knew? 

JESSICA:  You  did  know.  I  suspected  as  much.  You  never  tell  me 
anything. 

SARAH:  Because  you  always  act  like  a  lunatic!  How  Dave  manages 
to  live  a  normal  life  with  you  is  beyond  me. 

JESSICA:  You’ll  see.  Once  you’ve  been  married  for  a  few  years,  you’ll 
change.  Wait  until  Chris  comes  home  smelling  like  another 
woman.  Cheap  perfume,  alcohol,  cigarette  smoke,  and  some 
indefinable  smell  that  you  know  is  another  woman. 

SARAH:  Chris  has  been  to  strip  clubs.  It’s  not  the  big  deal  you  make 
it  out  to  be. 

JESSICA:  You  mean,  you’ve  let  him  do  this  before? 

SARAH:  Let  him?  I  don’t  “let”  Chris  do  anything.  He  is  an  adult  and 
can  make  his  own  decisions.  See,  we  have  this  thing  called 
respect  in  our  relationship. 

JESSICA:  Dave  and  I  have  respect  in  our  marriage  also! 
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SARAH:  Please.  You  have  him  on  such  a  short  chain.  I’m  surprised 
he  hasn’t  tried  to  gnaw  his  leg  off  just  to  get  free  from  you. 

JESSICA:  (simultaneous)  SARAH! 

RENEE:  (simultaneous)  SARAH! 

SUSAN:  (simultaneous)  SARAH! 

SARAH:  The  biggest  difference  between  us,  big  sister,  is  that  I  trust 
people.  I  trust  my  husband  to  not  cheat  on  me.  I  trust  my 
friends  to  be  loving  and  supportive  of  me  in  good  times  and 
in  bad.  I  trust  that  my  family  will  not  “overhear”  private 
conversations  that  have  nothing  to  do  with  them. 

JESSICA:  I  didn’t... 

SARAH:  (interrupts)  And  while  I  may  be  trusting,  once  that  trust  is 
broken  it  is  very  difficult  to  earn  back.  I  have  a  very  good 
memory,  JESSICA,  and  while  I  may  forgive,  I  won’t  forget. 

JESSICA:  I  get  it,  SARAH.  You’re  pissed  at  me.  You’ll  get  over  it. 

SARAH:  You  don’t  know  me,  JESSICA.  You  never  have.  You  don’t  get  to 
tell  me  I’ll  get  over  it.  You  don’t  get  to  tell  me  anything.  You 
lost  that  privilege  years  ago. 

JESSICA:  You’re  right.  I  don’t  know  you.  You  don’t  even  act  like  my 

sister  anymore.  You  never  tell  me  anything.  You  keep  secrets. 
You  make  decisions  without  talking  to  me  or  asking  for  my 
advice... 

SARAH:  I  don’t  want  your  advice.  All  of  your  advice  stems  from  your 
life,  the  way  you  do  things.  I  don’t  want  to  do  things  your  way. 

JESSICA:  I’m  older  than  you.  I’ve  learned  things  you  haven’t.  I’m  just 
trying  to  share  my  experiences  with  my  baby  sister. 

SARAH:  I  don’t  want  your  life!  I  am  nothing  like  you.  I  don’t  want  to  be 
anything  like  you.  I  think  you’ve  wasted  opportunities.  I  think 
you  treat  your  friends  and  family  as  if  they  have  been  put  on 
this  earth  to  serve  you.  I  think  you’re  a  bad  wife  and  mother, 
an  inconsiderate  daughter,  and  a  lousy  sister.  Why  in  the  hell 
would  I  want  advice  from  you? 

(The  fighting  continues,  but  all  the  women  become  involved.) 

LINDSEY:  Well,  that  was  a  bit  over  the  top,  SARAH.  Not  to  mention 
inappropriate. 

TRISHA:  (to  LINDSEY)  Said  the  pot  to  the  kettle. 

LINDSEY:  (to  TRISHA)  You  just  can’t  learn  to  keep  your  mouth  shut,  can 
you?  You  are  a  living  example  of  all  the  things  that  make 
women  look  bad. 

JESSICA:  (to  SARAH)  Yet  from  her,  you’ll  take  advice. 

TRISHA:  Maybe  because  I  treat  SARAH  like  a  grown-up  instead  of 
a  ten-year-old. 


JESSICA:  (to  TRISHA)  You  don’t  get  to  tell  me  how  to  treat  my  sister. 

SARAH:  You  know  what,  LINDSEY,  you  better  back  off  of  TRISHA. 

The  only  reason  you’re  even  invited  here  is  because  everyone 
feels  sorry  for  you. 

LINDSEY:  I  don’t  need  anyone’s  pity. 

TRISHA:  (to  LINDSEY)  With  the  way  you’ve  been  acting,  you’ve  been 
screaming  for  everyone’s  pity. 

LINDSEY:  (to  TRISHA)  And  I  don't  need  anything  from  you. 

JESSICA:  And  why  are  you  always  so  quick  to  defend  her,  SARAH? 

SARAH:  (to  JESSICA)  Because  she’s  my  friend.  I  protect  my  friends. 

LINDSEY:  (to  SARAH)  You  don’t  protect  me. 

RENEE:  Does  anyone  want  another  piece  of  cake?  I  know  I  could  sure 
go  for  another  piece. 

(The  following  is  directed  at  LINDSEY.) 


SARAH:  Because  from  the  moment  you  decided  to  divorce  Dan, 
you’ve  become  a  raving  lunatic. 

LINDSEY:  That’s  not  true.  I’m  finally  free. 

TRISHA:  No,  you’re  a  pain  in  the  ass  and  everyone  feels  we  should 
walk  on  eggshells  for  you.  Frankly,  I’m  tired  of  tip-toeing 
around  your  feelings. 

SARAH:  You’ve  become  impossible  to  deal  with.  No  one  wants  to 
be  around  you. 

LINDSEY:  So,  why  am  I  still  invited  to  Girls’  Night? 

TRISHA:  Pity. 

SARAH:  We  feel  sorry  about  the  divorce. 

JESSICA:  Well,  I  still  want  you  here. 

(Action  returns  to  a  group  fight  rather  than  a  solo-attack.) 


TRISHA:  (to  JESSICA)  And  strangely  enough,  everyone  puts  up  with 
you  because  of  SARAH. 


JESSICA:  That’s  not  true!  I  was  in  this  group  from  the  beginning. 

I  brought  SARAH  in. 

RENEE:  SUSAN,  help  me.  We’ve  got  to  stop  this. 

LINDSEY:  You  know  what,  JESSICA,  maybe  we  should  just  leave. 
JESSICA:  Yeah,  if  we’re  not  wanted. 

RENEE:  (pleading)  SUSAN,  please. 

TRISHA:  Oh,  don’t  do  us  any  favors.  Lord  forbid  we  have  some  fun 
without  all  the  bitching  and  nagging  from  your  corner  of 
the  room.  We  wouldn’t  know  what  to  do  with  ourselves. 

RENEE:  (begging)  SUSAN! 

SUSAN:  (whispers)  I  have  breast  cancer. 
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LINDSEY:  (oblivious  to  SUSAN)  You  know  what... 

RENEE:  (interrupts)  Shut  up,  LINDSEY! 

TRISHA:  What  did  you  say,  SUSAN?  What  in  the  hell  did  you  just  say? 
SUSAN:  (rises)  I  said...  I  have  breast  cancer,  (walks  into  kitchen) 

(END  OF  SCENE) 
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LAYERS 

by  ERIN  FENNER 


CHARACTERS: 

CHRISTINE,  early  twenties,  SAM’s  father’s  girlfriend 

DR.  STEVENS,  middle-aged  male  psychiatrist  who  attempts 
to  save  SAM  from  herself 

ELISE,  early  forties,  SAM’s  father’s  girlfriend 

GINA,  thirties,  SAM’s  father’s  girlfriend 

JANET,  late  thirties/early  forties,  SAM’s  father’s  girlfriend 

MOTHER,  forties,  uneducated,  bad  role  model  for  SAM 

OLIVIA,  early  thirties,  SAM’s  father’s  ex-wife,  Mexican 
descent 

SAM,  seventeen-year-old  girl,  rough  upbringing,  has  learned 
how  to  use  sex  for  attention 

YOUNG  SAM,  five-year-old  version  of  teenage  SAM,  impressionable 

INTRODUCTION: 

Layers  is  about  a  troubled  teen  named  SAM  who  has  traveled 
down  a  road  of  sexual  self-destruction.  After  being  caught  seducing 
her  MOTHER’S  fiance,  she  was  sent  to  psychiatrist  DR.  STEVENS. 

In  Act  I  Scene  III,  we  see  him  break  through  each  layer  of  her 
problems  to  help  SAM  find  her  true  self. 

SETTING: 

(The  scene  begins  in  a  typical  doctor's  office  of  wails  lined  with  bookshelves 
and  big  comfortable  furniture.  DR.  STEVENS  and  SAM  are  having  one  of 
their  sessions.) 


DR.  STEVENS:  When  was  the  first  time  you  realized  that  sex  was  the 
door  to  feeling  good? 

(Lights  dim  over  the  office  and  the  light  is  on  SAM.  She  walks  towards 
front  stage.) 

SAM:  From  the  time  I  was  born,  I  was  always  surrounded  by  boys. 

Sons  of  my  mother’s  friends  and  sons  of  my  father’s  girl¬ 
friends.  They  did  not  see  me  as  a  girl.  I  was  a  tomboy  who 
slowly  developed  into  a  fat  girl  with  glasses.  I  did  not  know  I 
was  ugly  until  they  began  telling  me.  I  just  wanted  to  feel 
beautiful,  (looks  at  the  floor  then  back  to  the  audience)  One  day, 

I  had  my  chance.  I  was  a  five-year-old.  And  you’re  probably 
thinking,  “FIVE!”  Yes,  even  at  five,  we  know  when  we  are  ugly. 

I  saw  my  dad’s  girlfriends...  so  beautiful,  (reflectively)  I  wanted 
to  be  like  that.  So,  one  day,  David,  a  son  of  my  dad’s  girlfriend, 


gave  me  a  chance  to  feel  pretty.  He  was  eight.  He  started 
paying  attention  to  me  at  night  when  everyone  was  sleeping. 

I  did  not  feel  bad  about  it.  Why  would  I?  He  was  paying  atten¬ 
tion  to  me!  That  was  the  only  time  he  was  nice  to  me.  If  I 
played,  I  got  attention.  I  didn’t  see  the  harm  in  it.  One  day,  we 
got  caught  in  the  act.  You  could  only  imagine  the  hell  I  caught. 

(SAM  walks  over  to  the  kitchen  table  where  a  little  girl  sits  and  she  watches 

the  conversation.) 

(SAM  as  a  little  girl  is  at  the  kitchen  table  with  MOTHER.) 

MOTHER:  What  were  you  thinking?  You  are  only  five,  little  girl!  What  is 
wrong  with  you? 

(SAM  plays  with  the  cereal  in  her  bowl.) 

MOTHER:  Your  father!  He  lets  you  do  whatever  you  want.  You  are  going 
to  turn  you  into  a...  (stops  herself  and  takes  a  breath) 

YOUNG  SAM:  Mommy,  we  were  only  playing.  He  told  me  I  was  pretty. 

He  said  it  was  a  game. 

MOTHER:  A  game!  You  better  watch  it,  little  girl.  Do  you  want  a  life  like 
mine?  Here,  alone,  a  single  mom?  You  keep  down  this  road 
and  you’re  going  to  be  a  little  whore! 

(SAM  puts  her  hand  on  YOUNG  SAMS  shoulder) 

YOUNG  SAM:  What’s  a  whore,  Mommy? 

MOTHER:  A  whore  does  what  you  were  doing. 

YOUNG  SAM:  But  Mommy,  I  saw  you  do  that  too.  So  are  you  bad  too? 

(MOTHER,  visibly  embarrassed,  looks  down  into  her  coffee  cup.) 

MOTHER:  (voice  softer)  SAM,  just  be  quiet  now  and  eat  your  breakfast. 

No  more  playing  games,  okay?  Promise  Mommy,  there’ll  be  no 
more  games  like  that? 

YOUNG  SAM:  Okay,  Mommy.  Does  that  mean  you  won’t  play  anymore? 

(Lights  dim.  Lights  up  on  the  doctor’s  office  and  SAM  walks  back  and 

sits  in  the  chair.) 

DR.  STEVENS:  (walks  over  to  SAM  and  squats  to  be  on  her  level) 

Your  mother  was  wrong,  SAM.  You  know  that,  right? 

SAM:  (getting  upset)  How?  How  was  she  wrong?  Look  at  me  now, 

doctor!  That  was  not  the  only  time  that  I  played  that  game. 

She  was  right  about  me. 

DR.  STEVENS:  Was  she?  Or  are  you  letting  her  be  right?  (rises  and  looks 
down  at  SAM)  Who  controls  you?  Who  is  in  charge? 

SAM:  That  is  a  really  dumb  question.  Do  you  even  have  any  children? 


(DR.  STEVENS  looks  up  and  turns  around.  He  silently  walks  toward  front 
stage  as  the  lights  dim  on  the  office.) 

DR.  STEVENS:  (slowly)  Do  I  have  any  children?  Sometimes  I  do  not  know 
how  to  answer  that  question.  If  I  say  yes,  I  am  holding  on  to  a 
hurtful  memory  and  if  I  say  no,  I  am  denying  the  truth.  Either 
way,  I  have  or  had  a  daughter,  a  beautiful  daughter  named 
Isobel.  (becoming  teary-eyed)  The  question  I  asked  SAM  was 
‘Who  has  control?’  I  guess  she  was  right.  That  was  a  dumb 
question,  (growing  angry)  Parents  are  supposed  to  have  control, 
right?  As  a  parent,  I  lost  control  a  long  time  ago.  My  daughter. 
(contemplative)  I  don’t  know  where  Isobel  is.  What  kind  of  parent 
does  that  make  me?  I  look  at  SAM  and  all  I  see  is  Isobel.  It 
terrifies  me  because  if  I  push  too  hard,  I  may  lose  SAM  as  well. 

(Lights  up  on  office.  DR.  STEVENS  sits  back  down.) 

DR.  STEVENS:  You  are  absolutely  right,  SAM.  That  was  a  dumb  question 
and  I  apologize. 

SAM:  What  are  you  trying  to  pull  here,  doc?  If  you  want  to  play  mind 

games  with  me,  I  am  not  interested! 

DR.  STEVENS:  No,  SAM.  No  games.  I  am  just  telling  you  that  you  are 
right.  I  know  the  answer.  Parents  are  supposed  to  have  the 
control,  (rises  and  begins  to  pace)  Yes,  parents  are  supposed  to 
have  control,  but... 

SAM:  But  what?  My  mom  lost  control  a  long  time  ago! 

DR.  STEVENS:  Did  she?  I  don’t  think  she  did,  SAM.  I  think  she  put  you 
in  this  situation.  She  still  has  the  control. 

SAM:  Doc,  nobody,  and  I  mean  nobody,  controls  me.  Come  on.  I  do 

what  I  want  when  I  want.  Who’s  stopping  me? 

DR.  STEVENS:  A  whore.  That  is  what  your  mother  called  you,  correct? 

She  put  that  notion  in  your  head  at  age  five.  No  five-year-old  is 
a  whore.  A  five-year-old  is  a  victim. 

SAM:  But  I  told  you  that  I  liked  it. 

DR.  STEVENS:  What  exactly  did  you  like  about  it? 

SAM:  I  liked  the  attention.  I  told  you  it  felt  good.  I  did  not  want  to  let 

go  of  that  feeling. 

DR.  STEVENS:  See,  you  liked  the  attention.  Nowhere  in  your  description 
did  you  say  you  liked  being  touched.  We  need  to  separate 
these  two  ideas.  Attention  and  touch  do  not  necessarily  go 
hand  in  hand,  (puts  his  finger  to  his  mouth)  Let’s  talk  about 
something  else.  I  know  how  you  feel  about  your  mother.  And 
I  cannot  say  you  are  wrong  for  these  feelings.  But  you  have 
not  mentioned  your  father.  Why? 

SAM:  I  don’t  see  him  that  often.  He’s  busy. 
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DR.  STEVENS:  Busy  with  what?  Does  he  know  what  is  going  on? 

SAM:  My  parents  are  divorced  and  divorced  means  no  communica¬ 

tion.  Did  you  really  expect  my  mother  to  call  him  and  say, 

“Hey,  your  daughter  just  had  sex  with  my  fiance?” 

DR.  STEVENS:  Do  you  ever  call  him  to  talk? 

SAM:  I  don’t  talk  to  my  father.  He  can’t  handle  other  people’s  stress. 

I  don’t  want  to  bother  him. 

DR.  STEVENS:  Did  he  ever  make  you  feel  like  you  were  bothering  him? 

SAM:  No.  That’s  not  it.  I  have  just  seen  how  he  treats  women.  I  am 

a  talented  observer.  Those  who  complained  are  no  longer  in 
his  life.  Women  are  disposable  to  him. 

DR.  STEVENS:  Did  your  father  remarry? 

SAM:  Well,  once,  but  that  was  a  joke.  He  dates  and  gets  bored  and 

throws  them  out  like  trash. 

DR.  STEVENS:  What  kind  of  women  does  your  father  date? 

SAM:  Always  beautiful  ones  with  issues.  He  does  a  good  job  at 

picking  them  apart.  If  they  weren’t  flawed  when  he  met  them, 
they  are  flawed  when  he  throws  them  away. 

DR.  STEVENS:  Give  me  an  example. 

(Lights  dim.  SAM  runs  over  to  a  bunch  of  women  chatting  among 
themselves.  They  are  giggly  and  excited.) 

SAM:  (in  a  game  show-like  voice  with  a  microphone  in  hand)  Hi!  I  am 

SAM  and  welcome  to  “My  Dad’s  Crazy  Ex’s."  First,  we  have  to 
introduce  his  first  wife  and  my  crazy  mother,  Diana!  Come 
on  down!  Mom,  please  tell  all  of  us.  What  happened? 

MOTHER:  Well,  SAM,  I  caught  your  alcoholic  father  cheating  on  me! 
(applause)  He  told  me  it  was  all  in  my  head.  ( laughs ) 

SAM:  If  it  was  all  in  your  head  that  would  make  you  HIS  CRAZY  EX! 

(applause) 

MOTHER:  (bright  smile)  Yes,  SAM.  He  told  me  I  was  crazy  and  then 
accused  me  of  cheating,  (applause) 

SAM:  Can  you  tell  the  audience  what  your  parting  prize  was? 

MOTHER:  Low  self-esteem  and  a  fear  of  commitment!  (applause) 

SAM:  Okay.  Thank  you,  Mom.  It  is  time  to  meet  your  successors. 

Let  me  introduce  you  to  girlfriend  number  one.  (claps)  This  is 
GINA.  Everyone  say  hi! 

(All  the  women  yell,  “HI,  GINA.”  All  girlfriends  talk  in  an  animated, 
overly  excited  voice.) 

SAM:  GINA,  why  did  my  father  dump  you? 

GINA:  Because  I  went  crazy  after  my  hysterectomy,  SAM. 

SAM:  Did  he  try  to  comfort  you? 


GINA:  No,  SAM.  He  told  me  I  was  going  crazy  and  found  a 

new  girlfriend  a  week  later! 

SAM:  And  what  was  your  parting  gift? 

GINA:  Eternal  loneliness!  (applause) 

SAM:  Thank  you,  GINA!  That  must  have  been  rough!  Let’s  meet 

girlfriend  number  two.  CHRISTINE,  come  on  down!  CHRISTINE, 
please  tell  the  audience  what  happened. 

CHRISTINE:  I  was  fifteen  years  younger  than  your  father,  which  he 
thought  was  exciting.  Then  one  day,  he  decided  to  give  up 
drinking  and  told  me  that  I  was  too  much  to  handle  and  that 
I  still  needed  to  grow  up. 

SAM:  Wait,  CHRISTINE...  Did  he  tell  you  that  YOU  WERE  CRAZY? 

CHRISTINE:  Why  yes!  Yes,  he  did! 

SAM:  Please  tell  us  what  he  left  you  with? 

CHRISTINE:  Alcoholic  rage  leading  to  a  cocaine  addiction!  (applause) 

SAM:  Give  CHRISTINE  a  round  of  applause  and  welcome  girlfriend 

number  three,  ELISE!  Come  on  down!  (applause) 

ELISE:  Thank  you  for  having  me  here,  SAM.  My  mother  died  and  I  was 
depressed.  Your  father  could  not  cope  and  told  me...  I  WAS 
CRAZY  and  left  me  with  an  utter  fear  of  rejection!  (applause) 

SAM:  Such  a  shame,  ELISE.  You  were  one  of  my  favorites!  Since 

there  are  way  too  many  of  you  to  call  here,  I  will  only  introduce 
two  more.  So  girlfriend  number  four,  JANET,  come  on  down. 

JANET:  Your  father  found  out  that  I  wanted  to  search  for  my  son,  who 
I  had  put  up  for  adoption.  He  said  that  this  was  just  too  much 
for  him  to  deal  with  and  he  sent  me  down  the  river! 

SAM:  But  wait,  JANET,  did  he  tell  you  that  you  were  CRAZY? 

JANET:  Why  yes,  he  did!  (applause) 

SAM:  And  what  was  your  parting  gift? 

JANET:  Fear  of  intimacy!  (applause) 

SAM:  Okay,  we  only  have  time  for  one  more  guest.  This  is  the  guest 

of  all  guests.  OLIVIA!  Come  on  down! 

(OLIVIA  is  from  Mexico  City,  Mexico,  and  speaks  accented  English.) 

OLIVIA:  I  got  pregnant  and  he  told  me  that  I  did  it  for  a  green  card! 
(applause) 

SAM:  Did  he  marry  you? 

OLIVIA:  Yes!  (applause)  But  then  he  started  drinking  again  and  blamed 
me  for  trapping  him.  Then  he  told  me... 

(All  of  the  women  simultaneously  yell:  I  WAS  GOING  CRAZY!) 


OLIVIA:  Then  we  divorced! 


SAM:  I  already  know  your  parting  gift.  Being  a  single  mother! 

(applause)  Thank  you,  OLIVIA.  We  have  run  out  of  time.  I  want 
to  thank  all  of  you  for  joining  me  tonight!  I  will  see  you  again 
during  the  next  round  of  “My  Dad’s  Crazy  Ex’s.” 

(END  OF  SCENE) 
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AS  IT  UNFOLDS 

by  DAWN  M.  SIMANSON 


CHARACTERS: 

MAXINE,  thirty-five-year-old  university  professor,  resents 
her  mother  VICTORIA 

VICTORIA,  sixty-four-year-old  upper-class  socialite  who  values 
social  status 

INTRODUCTION: 

As  It  Unfolds  is  about  MAXINE,  a  woman  who  brings  her  partner 
home  for  the  first  time  at  Christmas,  much  to  the  chagrin  of  her 
upper-class  mother  VICTORIA.  Act  II  Scene  I  reveals  the  mystery 
behind  why  VICTORIA  is  so  opposed  to  MAXINE’S  relationship. 

SETTING: 

(The  scene  opens  with  MAXINE  sitting  at  the  head  of  the  dining  table, 
which  is  s till  cluttered  with  the  remnants  of  Christmas  dinner.  She  is 
slowly  sipping  a  glass  of  wine  with  a  nearly  empty  bottle  sitting  beside 
her.  MAXINE  does  not  know  that  VICTORIA  is  standing  in  the  doorway 
to  the  kitchen  behind  her.) 


MAXINE:  Self-centered...  egotistical...  power-hungry... 

VICTORIA:  You  forgot  heartless,  hard-headed  and  absolutely  evil, 
didn’t  you? 


MAXINE:  (whips  around)  Oh.  Yeah,  I  guess  I  did,  didn’t  I? 

VICTORIA:  (steps  further  into  the  room)  Where’s  Jessica? 

MAXINE:  Like  you  fucking  care?  You  just  hope  she’d  leave  me  over 
this  whole  damn  drama  fest.  (pause)  And  for  your  informa¬ 
tion,  T.  J.  and  Samantha  went  home  because  of  your 
behavior  and  Dad  took  Jessie  for  a  drive  to  calm  her  down. 
(pause)  I’m  so  mad  that  I  could  spit  fire,  and  I  don’t  think 
anyone  is  safe  around  me  right  now.  Is  that  enough  infor¬ 
mation  for  you,  warden? 


(VICTORIA  walks  around  and  sits  in  the  chair  to  MAXINE's  right.) 


VICTORIA:  I  don’t  try  to  run  your  life,  MAXINE.  I  just  try  to  steer  you 
in  the  right  direction. 


(MAXINE  turns  in  her  chair  to  face  VICTORIA  and  talks  with  her  hands.) 

MAXINE:  And  who  the  hell  are  you  to  tell  me  what  is  right?  (VICTORIA 
tries  to  interrupt.)  No,  I’m  talking.  I  don’t  ask  your  opinion 
anymore  because  I  don’t  need  your  criticism  of  how  I  live 
my  life.  Just  because  I  am  different  from  you  does  not 


give  you  the  right  to  treat  me  like  I  am  incapable  of  being 
successful,  (pause)  like  I’m  not  already  successful.  You  didn’t 
go  to  college,  Mom.  Do  you  know  how  hard  graduate  school 
is?  (pause)  You  acted  like  T.  J.’s  MBA  was  so  much  harder 
to  achieve  and  more  prestigious  because  it  was  what  you 
wanted  him  to  do.  I  bust  my  ass  for  four  years  and  you  are 
blase  about  it  because  it’s  a  social  science  degree,  which 
just  doesn’t  have  enough  money-making  potential,  right? 
(pause)  And  when  T.  J.  married  Samantha,  the  little  carbon 
copy  of  you?  Heh...you  were  thrilled.  But  when  I  first  told  you 
about  Jessie...  Oh,  I  knew  where  you  stood  then...  I  couldn’t 
get  you  out  to  the  west  coast  for  anything  after  that.  You’ve 
never  even  seen  the  new  house. 

(VICTORIA  grabs  a  glass  that  is  sitting  on  the  table  and  pours  a  glass  of  wine. 

She  nervously  rubs  her  hands  on  the  glass  and  stares  down  at  the  table.) 

VICTORIA:  I  never...  I  never  should’ve  named  you  after  her...  Should’ve 
known  there  would  be  a  price  to  pay... 

MAXINE:  What  in  the  hell  are  you  talking  about,  Mom? 

VICTORIA:  You’re...  you’re  a  namesake.  I  named  you  after  someone... 
someone  that  was...  is  very  important  to  me. 

(MAXINE  rises  and  starts  pacing  around  the  table.) 


MAXINE:  What  does  that  have  to  do  with  what  we’re  talking  about, 
Mom?  We’re  having  a  discussion  about  you  and  how  you 
treat  people.  Especially  me. 

VICTORIA:  It  has  to  do  with  the  fact  that  I  named  you  after  her,  out  of 
respect.. .well,  and  my  own  need.  And  then  you  turned  out 
the  way  you  did. 

MAXINE:  Okay,  now  you’re  officially  confusing  me.  What  are  you 
talking  about? 

VICTORIA:  I’m  talking  about  your  name...  her  name...  the  fact  that  I 
felt  the  need  to  name  you  after  the  love  of  my  life. 

MAXINE:  (shocked)  Wait...  wait...  what?  Am  I  hearing  things  right? 

I  know  I  didn’t  just  hear  you  say  "her,”  did  I? 

(MAXINE  stops  pacing  stage  left  by  the  corner  nearest  to  VICTORIA  and 
falls  back  against  the  wall  as  if  she  cannot  stand  without  it.) 


VICTORIA:  Yes...  you  did.  It  was  a  longtime  ago.  Before  I  ever  started 
dating  your  father. 

MAXINE:  You’re  serious,  aren’t  you?  (angrily)  How...  how  could  you... 

preach  to  me  that  I  am  so  wrong  for  who  I  am,  and  then... 
(calmer)  Does  Dad  know? 

VICTORIA:  No...  he  doesn’t  know. 


(MAXINE  lunges  forward  from  the  wall  and  comes  inches  from  VICTORIA 
and  points  a  finger  maliciously  in  her  face.) 


MAXINE:  So,  you’re  worse  than  a  homophobe,  you’re  a  self-loathing 
closet  case! 

VICTORIA:  (pushes  MAXINE’S  hand  away)  No,  I’m  not!  You  have  no  idea, 
no  idea  at  all!  Do  you  think  this  was  easy?  I  don’t  know 
how  it  is  now,  but  when  I  was  younger  what  everyone  else 
thought  mattered. 

(MAXINE  returns  to  her  seat  and  sits  down.) 

MAXINE:  (angry  and  sarcastic)  Aww.J’m  sorry  you  had  to  hide  your 

relationship  so  you  could  keep  your  place  in  the  best  circles 
at  the  country  club,  Mother! 

(VICTORIA  rises  and  begins  pacing  around  the  dining  room  table.) 

VICTORIA:  You...  you  have  no  clue...  none  at  all.  Do  you  want  to  hear 

the  whole  story,  MAXINE?  (shouts)  Do  you?  Maybe  then  you’ll 
understand.  I  didn't  ask  for  this!  This  is  how  I  was  told  life 
had  to  be! 

MAXINE:  Maybe  I  should  hear  it,  because  right  now  I  don’t  think  I 
know  who  the  hell  you  are. 

VICTORIA:  (calmer)  Well...  I  guess  I’ll  start  from  the  beginning. 

(VICTORIA  stops  pacing  and  sits  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  dining  table  stage 
right  facing  slightly  more  toward  the  audience.) 

VICTORIA:  I’d  met  my  Maxie  when  we  were  seven-years-old...  by  the 
time  things  changed  between  us...  we  were  sixteen.  We 
spent  the  last  two  years  of  boarding  school  together,  (pause) 

There  have  been  very  few  things  in  my  life  that  were  more 
important  than  her...  (pause)  I  don’t  know  what  I  thought... 
maybe  that  I  could  have  the  life  I  wanted  because  I  was 
educated  and  didn’t  need  some  man  to  be  able  to  take 
care  of  myself,  or  of  her.. .see,  I  didn’t  hate  my  relationship... 

I  knew  I  couldn’t  talk  about  it,  but.. .that  didn’t  change  how 
I  felt.  I  had  every  intention  of  staying  with  her.  I  had  never 
felr  like  that  before.  I  didn't  know  it  was  even  possible.  I  was 
excited  for  the  future  because  we  had  both  been  accepted 
to  the  same  college,  (pause)  I  thought  that  was  the  key  to 
getting  out  on  our  own,  (pause)  being  together.  The  things  she 
said  to  me...  (small,  reflective  smile)  I  was  the  only  person  she’d 
ever  love.. .could  ever  spend  her  life  with...  (begins  to  cry)  I 
came  to  find  out  she  must’ve  only  said  she  wanted  to  be 

with  me  to  flatter  me.. .Weeks  later  she  told  me  she  was  _ 

getting  married.  I  knew  nothing  about  it  at  all... 

(MAXINE  closes  her  eyes  like  she  has  had  personal  experience  with 
this  same  pain  that  VICTORIA  feels.) 

MAXINE:  (slightly  calmer)  Mom... 
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(still  crying)  She  tells  me,  “Tori...  we  can’t...  there’s  no  way. 
Don’t  you  know  where  we  come  from?  We  have  a  duty  to 
our  family  names...  to  marry,  have  children...  live  up  to  our 
families’  expectations,  (pause)  Love  has  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
We  both  have  to  do  this.  Do  what’s  right.  For  me...  you  have 
to  let  me  go.”  (pause)  I  bought  it...  because  she  said  it.  I 
bought  it.  (wipes  tears  from  her  face)  The  only  other  time  I  ever 
opened  up  my  heart  and  loved  again  after  that  was  when 
you  and  your  brother  were  born. 

So...  because  she  told  you  to...  you  married  Dad.  And  here 
I  thought  I  had  this  “tougher  than  nails”  mother,  when 
actually  I  have  one  who  let  another  person  dictate  her  life. 
(pause)  It  didn’t  matter  that  you  refused  to  let  society  run 
your  life,  Mom,  because  you  still  let  someone  else  make 
your  decisions  for  you. 

I’ve  been  fighting  with  myself  about  this  for  thirty-seven  years. 

I  don’t  know  how  to  feel  about  all  this.  Kinda  torn  between 
feeling  sorry  for  your  pain  and  hating  you  for  being  a  hypocrite. 

I’m  not  a  hypocrite.  I  know  exactly  who  I  am  and  I’ve  never 
made  a  point  to  deny  it.  I  was  just  taught  to  do  the  right  thing. 

Excuse  me,  not  a  hypocrite?  Okay,  not  denying  it  isn’t  the 
same  as  being  honest,  Mom.  You  have  been  biting  my  head 
off  for  being  a  lesbian  for  the  last  ten  years  and  for  wanting 
to  marry  my  “one”  and  all  the  while  you  paraded  around 
pretending  to  be  straight  when  you’re  not!  (pause)  What  I 
don’t  understand  is  why...  why  tell  me?  Why  now? 

(MAXINE  starts  gathering  the  dishes  on  the  dining  table  into  a  pile  on  the 
end  of  the  table  opposite  VICTORIA.) 

VICTORIA:  I  thought  if  I  told  you  maybe  you  would  understand.  Under¬ 
stand  why  I  am  hard  on  you  and  have  a  little  more  respect 
for  my  point  of  view  on  this  whole  “getting  married”  situation. 
I  know  Maxie  was  right  when  she  told  me  to  do  what  was 
appropriate  and  I’m  just  trying  to  tell  you  the  same  thing. 

Just  because  you  know  who  you  are  doesn’t  mean  you  have 
to  act  on  it  and  jeopardize  your  status  in  life  by  doing  so. 

It’s  not  the  right  thing  to  do. 

MAXINE:  Thought  what?  How  in  the  world  do  you  expect  that  to  make 
me  think  anything  other  than  that  my  mother  is  lying  to  her¬ 
self  and  has  been  ruining  lives  in  this  family,  especially  my 
father’s,  for  the  last  thirty-seven  years?  Did  you  ever  think 
of  that?  I  know  I  wouldn’t  be  here  if  you  hadn’t  done  what 
you  did,  but  honestly  I  think  I’d  rather  you’d  saved  Dad  the 
misery  of  being  with  a  woman  who  doesn't  love  him  the 
way  he  should  be  loved. 


VICTORIA: 


MAXINE: 

VICTORIA: 

MAXINE: 

VICTORIA: 

MAXINE: 


VICTORIA:  So  this  didn’t  help  you  come  to  your  senses?  (pause)  Pity. 

(pause)  But  I  care  about  your  father,  and  I’m  not  going  anywhere. 

MAXINE:  (stops  clearing  the  table)  So,  I  suppose  I’m  not  to  tell  my  father 
his  marriage  is  one  big,  fat  lie? 

VICTORIA:  No,  you’re  not.. .if  you  have  any  respect  for  him  and  any 
idea  what  that  would  do  to  him. ..you  won’t  even  think 
about  doing  it. 

MAXINE:  That’s  low.  (pause)  None  of  this  has  to  do  with  what’s  right 
or  acceptable  in  your  society.  Oh,  it  might  have  been  the 
ways  things  used  to  be,  but  when  it  comes  to  me,  you’re 
just  jealous  that  I  have  exactly  what  you  weren’t  woman 
enough  to  take  for  yourself! 

VICTORIA:  (angrily)  Shut...  your...  mouth... 

MAXINE:  Aww...  what,  Mom?  Is  that  why  you’re  so  bitter?  Is  that  why 
you  tried  to  come  up  with  that  silly  “separate  bedrooms” 
rule? 

VICTORIA:  (angrily)  Please... 

MAXINE:  (calm,  yet  cruel)  That’s  it,  huh?  It’s  not  about  me  being 
wrong.  It’s  that  you  hate  me  for  every  year  of  your  life 
that  you  wasted. 

VICTORIA:  (enraged)  I  never  wasted... 

MAXINE:  (pointing  at  VICTORIA)  Yeah...  yeah...  (pause)  We’re  leaving 
in  the  morning. 

VICTORIA:  (obviously  still  shaken)  Fine.  I’m  sure  your  father  knows  this 
wasn’t  going  to  be  resolved  and  won’t  think  anything  of  it. 

(MAXINE  rises  and  walks  stage  left  where  it  should  be  assumed  the  walkway 

from  the  dining  room  to  the  living  room  is.) 

MAXINE:  I  think  you  should  know...  I’m  glad  you  told  me.  Because  for 
the  first  time  in  my  life  I  know  I’m  better  than  you  and  that 
I’m  nothing  like  you. 

(MAXINE  exits  the  dining  room  and  VICTORIA  starts  to  cry.) 

(END  OF  SCENE) 
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RESCUE 

by  LEE  LAVERY 


CHARACTERS: 

ALLIE,  twenty-eight-year-old  daughter  of  CAT,  outspoken,  bright 

CAT,  forty-nine-year-old  woman,  passionately  involved  in  animal 
rescue,  experiencing  a  stressful  relationship  with  her  mother  IRIS 

IRIS,  seventy-six-year-old  widow,  bitter,  self-righteous 

INTRODUCTION: 

Rescue  deals  with  mother-daughter  relationships.  In  the  following, 
Act  I  Scene  V,  the  three  women  have  a  rather  heated  argument, 
and  IRIS  reveals  a  secret  that  will  forever  change  their  lives  and 
the  very  fabric  of  these  relationships. 

SETTING: 

(The  scene  opens  with  CAT  and  ALLIE  standing  in  the  kitchen.  CAT  is  holding 
her  purse  and  keys  and  seems  just  a  little  out  of  breath.  There  is  a  small 
brown  paper  bag  sitting  on  the  counter.) 


CAT:  Okay,  the  “big  dawg’s”  in  the  car  -  all  one  hundred  and  forty- 

four  pounds  of  him.  I’m  going  to  the  vet’s  and  I’ll  be  back  later. 

ALLIE:  Would  you  bring  me  back  a  pack  of  cigarettes? 

CAT:  Yeah  -  I  probably  owe  you  a  pack  anyway  since  I  smoked  most 

of  yours  last  night.  Whydaya  smoke  those  crappy  menthols 
anyway? 

ALLIE:  Why  do  you  eat  onions  on  your  burgers? 

CAT:  I  learned  to  eat  onions  on  my  burgers  when  you  were  little  - 

if  I  didn’t  get  onions  on  it  you'd  wolf  down  your  burger  and 
then  start  lookin’  at  mine! 

ALLIE:  Exactly! 

CAT:  Yeah,  yeah,  yeah.  I’m  outta  here.  I’ll  see  ya  later. 

(CAT  leaves  through  the  kitchen  door.  We  hear  the  sound  of  a  car  starting 
and  driving  away.  ALLIE  notices  the  paper  bag  sitting  on  the  counter  and 
gingerly  picks  it  up  using  only  her  thumb  and  index  finger.  She  moves  the 
paper  bag  to  the  far  side  of  the  counter.) 

ALLIE:  Ewwww. 

(Humming  to  herself,  ALLIE  opens  the  refrigerator  and  takes  out  the 
makings  of  a  sandwich.  She  makes  the  sandwich  and  begins  to  eat 
while  standing  at  the  counter.  We  hear  the  sound  of  a  car  door  slam. 

ALLIE  picks  up  the  paper  bag  again  using  only  her  thumb  and  index 
finger  and  begins  to  walk  toward  the  door.  The  door  begins  to  open, 
but  we  cannot  see  who  is  on  the  other  side.) 


ALLIE:  (in  a  sing-song  voice)  You  forgot  the  poo-oop. 

(IRIS  walks  in.  ALLIE  turns  her  head.) 

ALLIE:  (under  her  breath)  Shit. 

IRIS:  Is  that  any  way  to  greet  your  grandmother? 

ALLIE:  (sheepishly  giggles)  Oops.  I  was  expecting  someone  else. 

IRIS:  (looking  around)  Where’s  your  mother? 

ALLIE:  She  went  to  the  vet. 

IRIS:  (disgusted)  Running  with  those  damn  dogs  again. 

ALLIE:  Actually,  she  took  the  big  guy  for  his  annual  check-up. 

What’s  up,  Gram? 

IRIS:  Did  you  find  a  job  yet? 

ALLIE:  (nonchalantly  with  her  mouth  full)  Oh,  no,  not  yet. 

IRIS:  Have  you  been  looking  for  one? 

ALLIE:  Of  course. 

IRIS:  You  must  not  be  looking  very  hard. 

ALLIE:  (sarcastically)  Well,  I  do  have  an  interview  next  week,  so 
keep  your  fingers  crossed. 

IRIS:  Where’s  your  interview?  Don’t  tell  me  it’s  at  that  mall  again. 

ALLIE:  As  a  matter  of  fact,  Gram,  it  is. 

IRIS:  If  your  mother  had  stayed  on  you  about  college  instead  of 

spending  all  her  time  with  those  damn  dogs  you  wouldn’t 
have  to  keep  applying  for  penny-ante  jobs. 

ALLIE:  Actually,  Gram,  some  of  the  retail  jobs  pay  quite  well.  This  one 
even  offers  health  insurance,  a  401K,  and  two  week  vacation 
after  one  year.  And  what’s  wrong  with  retail  anyway?  You 
worked  at  Carson’s  for  years. 

IRIS:  I  want  better  for  you. 

ALLIE:  (trying  to  maintain  her  composure)  I  like  retail,  gram,  and 
I’m  good  at  it. 

IRIS:  You’re  too  smart  to  work  retail.  You’re  wasting  your  life. 

ALLIE:  (getting  irritated)  I’m  not  wasting  my  life. 

IRIS:  Really?  What  have  you  accomplished  so  far? 

ALLIE:  (more  irritated)  You  want  the  short  list  or  do  you  have  time 
for  the  long  one? 

IRIS:  You  sound  just  like  your  mother! 

ALLIE:  Thank  you. 

IRIS:  I  wouldn’t  be  too  proud  of  that  if  I  were  you.  If  you’re  not 

careful,  young  lady,  you’re  going  to  end  up  just  like  your 
mother.  With  no  job  and  living  in  a  dirty  house  full  of  dogs! 


ALLIE:  (irritated  and  mildly  sarcastic)  Okay,  I’ve  had  enough.  It’s  time  for 
you  to  go  now.  You  know  your  way  out. 

(IRIS  reaches  out  and  grabs  ALLIE  by  the  arm.  ALLIE  whirls  around  and 

attempts  to  pull  her  arm  out  of  IRIS'  grip.) 

ALLIE:  (angry,  but  not  yelling)  Excuse  me?  Let  go  of  my  arm. 

(ALLIE  pulls  her  arm  away  and  takes  a  few  steps  backwards.) 

IRIS:  You  don’t  walk  away  from  me,  Miss  High  and  Mighty! 

ALLIE:  (firmly)  You  don’t  get  to  tell  me  what  to  do. 

IRIS:  (angrily)  Somebody  better  damn  well  teach  you  how  to 

behave,  you  little  brat! 

ALLIE:  (sardonically)  Back  off,  old  lady!  I’m  not  puttin’  up  with  you 
today! 

IRIS:  (shaking  her  head)  After  everything  I’ve  done  for  you,  you 

talk  to  me  like  that? 

ALLIE:  (a  little  calmer)  Seems  appropriate  to  me. 

IRIS:  Oh,  that’s  rich  coming  from  you  --  appropriate?  You’re  almost 

thirty:  ya  got  no  car,  no  degree,  no  job,  and  no  place  to  call 
home.  Maybe  I  should  just  buy  you  a  trailer  -  you’d  fit  right  in 
in  a  trailer  park!  After  all,  you’re  just  like  your  mother  -  white  trash! 

(CAT  walks  through  the  door.) 

CAT:  Did  someone  mention  my  name? 

IRIS:  Oh,  you’re  back  I  see. 

CAT:  Looks  like  it’s  a  good  thing  too. 

ALLIE:  Gram  and  I  were  having  a . discussion. 

CAT:  Sounded  more  like  your  grandmother  spewing  venom. 

ALLIE:  (determinedly)  Gram  was  just  leaving. 

IRIS:  I  have  no  intention  of  leaving.  I  came  over  to  see  if  I  could 

help  ALLIE.  Somebody’s  got  to  push  this  child. 

ALLIE:  (firmly)  I  am  not  a  child  and  I  don’t  need  to  be  pushed. 

IRIS:  The  hell  you  don’t. 

CAT:  (trying  to  stay  calm)  That’s  enough,  Mom.  I  really  think  you 

need  to  leave. 

IRIS:  I’m  not  leaving  until  I  say  what  I  came  to  say. 

CAT:  (exasperated)  Then  say  it  quickly  and  get  out. 

ALLIE:  Mom,  you  don’t  have  to  listen  to  her  crap!  (controlling  her  anger) 
Gram,  you  need  to  leave.  Walk  out  the  door,  get  in  your  car 
and  drive  away. 

IRIS:  Don’t  you  tell  me  what  to  do,  missy! 

CAT:  (very  angry)  Back  the  hell  offa  my  kid,  IRIS! 


I 

IRIS:  (sarcastic  -  almost  caustic)  Oh,  so  now  you  want  to  be  a  good 

mother? 

CAT:  (anger  escalating)  Contrary  to  what  you  might  think,  I  have 

always  have  been  a  good  mother  and  a  damn  sight  better 
one  than  you!  I  have  never  told  my  daughter  I  hate  her  or 
that  ahe  was  lazy  and  stupid  and  worthless.  I  encourage 
my  daughter  to  be  her  own  person  and  to  follow  her  dreams... 

IRIS:  ( interrupts )  And  that’s  gotten  her  SO  far  in  life!  Dreams  are  for 

people  with  no  ambition,  but  then  I  guess  that  describes  the 
both  of  you! 

ALLIE:  (loudly,  but  not  shouting)  Gram!  You  think  you  know  everything. 
People  who  don’t  have  dreams  don’t  have  anything. 

IRIS:  People  who  don’t  have  dreams  have  money! 

ALLIE:  Oh  geez,  here  we  go  again  with  the  money  thing! 

IRIS:  You’re  damn  right!  What  you  don’t  seem  to  understand  is  that 

without  money  you’re  nothing.  You  wanna  be  like  your  mother? 
You  wanna  be  a  nothing  all  your  life? 

(IRIS  raises  her  hand  to  ALLIE  and  CAT  steps  in  front  of  ALLIE.) 

CAT:  (speaks  quietly  through  clenched  teeth)  You  try  it  and  I’ll  break 

your  arm. 

ALLIE:  (yells)  Get  out,  Gram! 

IRIS:  And  this  is  what  you’ve  raised.  It’s  a  good  thing  your  father’s 

dead.  If  he  could  hear  this,  he’d  slap  you  senseless. 

CAT:  Don’t  you  EVEN  bring  Dad  into  this! 

IRIS:  You’d  never  talk  to  me  like  this  if  your  father  were  still  alive. 

CAT:  (livid  and  almost  screaming)  I  wish  Dad  were  alive!  I  wish  you’d 

have  died  instead  of  him! 

CAT:  (cold,  quiet  tone)  If  I  thought  your  death  would  bring  him  back, 

(getting  louder)  I’d  kill  you  myself! 

IRIS:  (matter-of-factly)  You  almost  did. 

CAT:  (confused)  Excuse  me?  What's  that  supposed  to  mean? 

IRIS:  (cold,  flat  tone)  I  didn’t  want  another  baby,  and  when  I  found  out 

I  was  pregnant  with  you,  I  decided  to  get  an  abortion.  Abortions 
were  illegal,  but  you  could  get  one  if  you  knew  where  to  go. 

ALLIE:  (horrified  whisper)  You  sadistic  bitch! 

IRIS:  (cold  and  sobering  tone)  I  had  a  friend  who  knew  where  you 

could  get  an  abortion.  She’d  had  one.  I  was  the  only  person 
who  knew  what  she’d  done,  (pause)  When  I  told  her  I  needed 
an  abortion,  she  didn’t  ask  why.  She  just  made  the  appoint¬ 
ment  and  went  with  me. 


CAT:  (devastated)  Get  out.  Take  your  ugly  lies  and  get  out! 

IRIS:  It’s  not  a  lie.  I  packed  Dana  and  Jeanette  off  to  your  grand¬ 

mother’s  house  for  the  day  and  went  to  do  what  I  had  to  do. 
But  the  “procedure”  didn’t  go  quite  as  well  as  my  friend’s  had. 
By  the  time  she  got  me  home,  I  was  in  such  pain  I  couldn’t  get 
out  of  the  car.  She  got  scared  and  took  me  to  the  hospital. 

CAT:  (loudly)  You’re  lying!  Abortions  were  illegal  then,  and  if  you’d 

have  done  that  you’d  have  been  arrested! 

IRIS:  (authoritatively)  You’re  right,  but  I  lucked  out.  The  doctor  did 

call  the  police,  but  the  cop  who  showed  up  was  your  Uncle 
Pete’s  best  friend  from  high  school.  He  remembered  me  and 
he  never  turned  in  the  report. 

CAT:  (frantically)  That  is  not  true!  Dad  would’ve  known  what 

happened  and  he  would’ve  divorced  you  for  it! 

IRIS:  You’re  right.  He  would  have  divorced  me  if  he  had  known, 

but  he  never  found  out. 

CAT:  This  is  all  a  bunch  of  bullshit!  Mean,  ugly  bullshit! 

IRIS:  (conniving  manner)  Don’t  you  remember  when  you  were  little? 

Your  father  used  to  call  you  “squatter.” 

CAT:  Yeah,  so  what?  He  called  me  that  because  when  I  was  little 

never  bent  over  - 1  always  squatted. 

IRIS:  (visibly  enjoying  the  tension  in  the  room)  No,  that’s  not  why  he 

called  you  squatter.  That  was  just  something  you  assumed 
and  we  let  you. 

CAT:  That’s  a  lie! 

IRIS:  It’s  not  a  lie.  I  tried  to  get  rid  of  you,  but  you  held  your  ground, 

(pause)  squatter’s  rights.  That’s  what  your  father  meant.  He 
just  never  knew  the  eviction  was  deliberate. 

CAT:  (stunned  whisper)  Get  out. 

(END  OF  SCENE) 
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MADAME  BLAVATSKY 

by  JEAN  RAPSTAD 

CHARACTERS: 

MME  B.,  fifty-six-years-old,  ribald  sense  of  humor, 
larger-than-life  persona 

INTRODUCTION: 

Madame  Blavatsky  is  a  monologue  concerning  the  aforemen¬ 
tioned.  As  a  19th  Century  woman,  she  was  forced  to  continually 
defend  her  virtue  and  virginity  in  order  to  be  taken  seriously  in  a 
male  dominated  world.  In  Act  I  Scene  I,  she  discusses  her  travels 
and  pursuit  of  religious  truth  while  providing  a  response  to  her 
critics’  claims  of  chicanery  and  promiscuity.  For  more  biographical 

- -  information  on  Madame  Blavatsky  see  Author’s  Notes  at  the  end 

of  the  piece. 

SETTING: 

(The  scene  takes  place  in  a  stately  old  drawing  room  in  a  cavernous  old 
house  in  London,  England,  in  1887.  A  silver  tea  service  sits  atop  a  round 
table  center  stage.  Two  armed  dining  chairs  sit  on  either  side  of  the  tea 
table.  The  furnishings  in  the  room  are  an  eclectic  mix  of  old  elegant  furniture 
accented  by  framed  photographs,  potted  plants,  birdcages,  and  taxidermy. 
MME  B.  is  center  stage  as  she  begins  to  address  the  audience.) 


MME.  B.:  Good  afternoon.  I  am  Helena  Petrovna  Blavatsky,  co-founder 
of  The  Theosophical  Society.  Perhaps  you’ve  read  my  books? 
Isis  Unveiled  is  one  of  my  more  well  known  works.  This  is  my 
home,  Blavatsky  Lodge,  in  London. 

This  afternoon,  an  American  journalist,  a  Mrs.  Amelia  Bradley, 
is  coming  here  to  interview  me  for  her  newspaper.  Mrs. 
Bradley  said  that  her  paper  was  very  interested  in  my  latest 
work,  The  Secret  Doctrine,  which  will  be  published  soon.  She 
told  me  her  readers  would  be  interested  in  learning  more 
about  the  Theosophical  Society  and  our  philosophy.  But  I 
know  what  she  really  wants.  She  doesn’t  want  to  talk  about 
my  new  book.  She  wants  to  talk  about  what  all  the  journalists 
want  to  talk  about  -  all  that  old  slanderous  business  that  has, 
after  all  these  years,  resurfaced  again,  ever  since  Madame 
Coulomb  published  her  slanderous  letters  about  me  three 
years  ago. 

I  didn’t  want  to  meet  with  Mrs.  Bradley,  but  Olcott  told  me  I 
should  do  it.  He  said  Mrs.  Bradley  was  a  very  nice  person  and 
not  like  all  the  others.  He  said  that  it  would  be  good  publicity 


for  me  and  for  the  Theosophical  Society  in  the  United  States 
and  here  in  Britain.  In  the  end,  Olcott  wore  me  down  and  I 
told  Mrs.  Bradley  that  I  would  meet  with  her,  but  only  if  her 
newspaper  contributed  one  hundred  pounds  to  the  Russian 
War  Widows  and  Orphans  Fund.  One  hundred  pounds  is  a  lot 
of  money.  I  thought  that  would  scare  her  off,  but  apparently 
her  newspaper  has  deep  pockets  when  it  comes  to  sniffing 
out  the  dirt  on  old  Madame  H.  P.  Blavatsky. 

I  told  Mrs.  Bradley  that  I  would  be  happy  to  discuss  my  new 
book,  The  Secret  Doctrine,  but  I  also  told  her  that  I  would  not 
discuss  anything  that  happened  in  my  personal  life  prior  to 
1875,  which  was  the  year  that  Colonel  Olcott  and  I  founded 
the  Theosophical  Society  in  New  York. 

But  I  know  that  Mrs.  Bradley  is  going  to  ask  about  Metrovitch 
and  that  villainous,  Madame  Coulomb.  She  is  going  to  ask 
about  the  rumors  of  fraud  and  about  all  of  my  supposed 
lovers.  And  finally,  she  is  going  to  ask  about  dear  little  Yuri. 
That  poor  boy.  My  precious  little  Yuritito.  They  always  ask 
about  Yuri. 

I  tell  you,  I  loved  that  little  boy  more  than  anybody  on  earth. 
Yuri  was  born  crippled,  poor  little  thing.  He  was  a  sickly  child 
with  a  little  hunchback.  But  he  had  the  most  beautiful  smile. 
And  despite  his  afflictions,  he  was  such  a  happy  little  spirit. 

I  loved  to  look  into  his  eyes  and  wonder  what  he  was  seeing. 
Yuri  was  the  product  of  a  love  affair  between  a  married  man, 
an  aristocratic  -  a  Baron  and  his  mistress.  Because  of  Yuri’s 
condition,  his  parents  did  not  want  him.  His  father  would  not 
even  look  at  him  at  first.  His  mother  wanted  to  abandon  him. 
She  thought  that  under  the  circumstances,  Yuri  would  be 
better  off  dead.  I  could  not  believe  it.  The  way  she  talked,  I 
was  afraid  she  was  going  to  do  away  with  him.  So,  when  he 
was  just  a  few  days  old,  I  said  that  I  would  take  him  as  my 
ward.  I  had  to  promise  his  mother  that  no  matter  what 
happened,  I  would  never,  ever,  reveal  who  she  was.  I  gave 
her  my  sacred  oath. 

But  it  was  problematic  from  the  beginning,  because  I  was 
still  a  Russian  citizen  then.  And  there  I  was  living  abroad  in 
Italy  and  because  of  the  circumstances  of  his  birth,  the  baby 
had  no  papers.  I  did  my  best  for  little  Yuri  over  the  years,  but 
still  he  was  failing.  I  took  Yuri  to  Bologna  for  medical  treatment 
to  see  if  I  could  save  him.  And  then  the  child  was  dying  and 
I  wanted  to  take  him  to  Russia.  But  how  could  I  when  Yuri 
had  no  traveling  papers?  I  asked  my  good  friend,  the  opera 


singer,  Agardi  Metrovitch  if  he  could  please,  please  find  a 
way  to  help  us.  And  he  did  help  us,  more  than  even  a  brother 
would  do. 

So  Metrovitch  said  he  was  the  baby's  father  so  that  1  could 
get  traveling  papers  to  take  him  to  Russia.  That  was  in  1867 
and  poor  little  Yuri  died  and  was  buried  under  the  name  of 
Metrovitch.  Then  everyone  started  whispering  that  Metrovitch 
and  I  had  been  lovers  and  that  little  Yuri  was  our  love  child. 

I  tried  to  ignore  the  talk,  because  to  me,  the  most  important 
thing  was  that  little  Yuri  had  had  someone  to  love  him  and 
take  care  of  him  during  his  short  life. 

And  then  people  said,  “Why  would  Metrovitch  say  that  he  was 
the  baby’s  father  when  he  was  not?  And  what  about  Mrs. 
Metrovitch?"  Metrovitch  and  his  wife  were  some  of  my  closet 
friends.  I  think  Metrovitch  helped  us  because  he,  himself, 
was  the  natural  son  of  a  Hungarian  Duke  and  his  Italian 
mistress  and  he  knew  firsthand  how  the  world  treated  illegiti¬ 
mate  children.  That  kind  of  rejection  was  one  of  the  reasons 
Metrovitch  always  hated  the  priests  and  fought  against  them. 
He  was  a  Carbonaro,  a  member  of  the  secret  society  in  Italy 
that  was  dedicated  to  changing  the  government  to  a  republic. 

And  also,  perhaps  he  helped  us,  because  the  first  time  I 
ever  laid  eyes  on  him,  I  saved  his  life.  It’s  true.  One  night  in 
Constantinople  in  1850,  I  was  coming  back  to  my  hotel  and 
I  literally  stumbled  over  his  half  dead  body.  He  had  been 
stabbed  three  times  by  ruffians  hired  by  the  Jesuits  to  kill 
him  to  stop  his  revolutionary  activities.  I  stood  over  him  for 
four  hours  before  my  guide  could  arrange  for  men  with  a  cart 
to  come  pick  him  up.  The  only  Turkish  policeman  that  chanced 
to  come  by  asked  me  for  a  cigarette  and  then  offered  to  roll 
Metrovitch’s  body  into  a  ditch.  When  the  policeman  started 
eyeing  my  rings,  I  took  out  my  revolver  and  he  quickly  bolted 
down  the  street.  Good  thing  too,  because  I  surely  would  have 
shot  him. 

I  had  Metrovitch  taken  to  a  Greek  hotel  where  he  was  known 
and  we  fought  to  bring  him  back  to  life.  I  wrote  to  his  wife 
who  was  then  living  in  Eastern  Turkey.  After  she  arrived,  we 
all  became  good  friends.  I  lost  sight  of  them  over  the  years 
and  then  ran  into  them  again  in  Florence  where  he  was 
singing.  That’s  when  my  little  Yuri  was  five  years  old  and 
dying.  That’s  when  I  asked  Agardi  Metrovitch  if  he  could 
help  us. 

When  I  first  took  in  Yuri,  word  got  to  my  father  that  I  had  had 
a  baby.  My  father  was  so  angry  because  he  believed  the 


rumors  that  the  child  was  mine  and  he  was  afraid  of  what 
the  scandal  would  do  to  me  and  my  reputation.  So,  I  went  to 
a  doctor  for  an  examination  certificate  to  show  my  father  that 
I  was  not  the  baby’s  mother.  Then  my  father  believed  me  and 
took  pity  on  the  poor  child  and  was  very  kind  to  him  after  that. 

I  have  never  experienced  a  sadder  day  than  when  my  little 
Yuri  passed  away.  But  the  gossip  did  not  die  with  Yuri.  Later, 
some  of  my  friends  told  me  to  make  the  doctor’s  examination 
certificate  public  to  stop  the  rumors.  I  said,  “What  is  the 
point?  People  will  only  say  that  I  paid  the  doctor  to  say  what 
I  wanted.”  No.  I  did  not  want  to  add  more  fuel  to  the  fire.  So, 

I  just  kept  on  with  my  study,  and  work  and  teaching  and  tried 
to  ignore  the  talk  about  me. 

And  now,  here  in  1887,  on  the  eve  of  the  publication  of  my 
greatest  work,  the  rumors  are  flying  around  about  me  again. 

It  all  happened  so  long  ago:  little  Yuri  died  in  1867,  Mrs. 
Metrovitch  died  1870,  and  Metrovitch,  himself,  was  poisoned 
by  the  Jesuits  and  died  in  1871.  And  the  child’s  natural  mother 
and  father  are  both  long  dead  now.  What  good  does  it  do  to 
resurrect  this  old  tragic  story? 

I  am  fifty-six  years  old,  and  the  co-founder  of  the  Theoso- 
phical  Society.  I  have  dedicated  my  life  to  the  search  for 
religious  truth.  What  does  it  matter  now  who  were  the 
parents  of  little  Yuri?  And  what  if  I  should  now  break  my 
promise  to  Yuri’s  mother  and  reveal  her  name  in  order 
to  save  my  reputation?  Probably,  that  strategy  would  just 
backfire.  I  would  then  be  accused  of  slandering  a  poor  dead 
woman  and  her  aristocratic  lover  just  to  save  myself.  No, 

I  tell  you,  I  will  not  do  it.  I  will  not  walk  on  the  bodies  of 
corpses  to  save  my  reputation. 

I  am  constantly  told  by  the  officious  meddlers,  who  contin¬ 
ually  try  to  invade  my  private  life,  that  as  a  public  figure  I 
should  expect  that  my  private  life  would  become  an  open 
book.  If  I  did  not  want  that  kind  of  public  scrutiny,  they  say, 
then  I  should  have  stayed  at  home  with  my  husband  and 
bred  children  and  ran  his  estate  and  took  my  expected  place 
in  society,  instead  of  seeking  notoriety  and  fame  for  myself. 
By  stepping  away  from  the  normal  and  expected  path  for 
women  of  my  station,  they  say,  I  was  naive  not  to  expect  all 
that  befell  me.  Well,  maybe  I  was  naive,  but  I  certainly  did 
not  deserve  all  that  has  been  said  about  me. 

After  so  many  years  of  pretending  that  I  don’t  care  what 
anyone  says  about  me,  I  find  that  I  do.  It  is  because  of  my 
work.  I  want  my  life’s  work  to  stand,  untainted  by  personal 


scandal,  for  all  eternity.  If  my  followers  do  not  carry  on  with 
The  Theosophical  Society  after  my  death,  then  my  whole 
life’s  work  will  have  been  in  vain. 

Well,  what  ho?  I  think  that  Mrs.  Amelia  Bradley  has  arrived. 
Let’s  see  if  Olcott  was  right  about  her. 

(Madame  Blavatsky  crosses  to  door  stage  right  to  greet  Mrs.  Bradley.) 

(END  OF  SCENE) 
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AUTHOR’S  NOTES: 

Now  credited  as  the  mother  of  New  Age  religion,  Russian  born 
Madame  Helena  Petrovna  Blavatsky  (1831-1891)  was  a  gifted 
psychic  and  prolific  writer  on  the  occult.  Descended  from  a  noble 
and  warlike  family  passionately  and  fearlessly  devoted  to  their 
personal  independence  and  the  pursuit  of  their  aspirations,  she 
often  stated  that  “she  would  not  be  controlled  by  any  power  on 
earth  or  out  of  it.”  Her  avocation  centered  on  her  desire  to  unite 
karmically  prepared  people  of  all  creeds  to  work  for  the  collection 
and  diffusion  of  knowledge.  Thus,  in  1875,  she  co-founded  the 
Theosophical  Society. 

The  content  of  the  “interview”  with  the  fictional  American  journal¬ 
ist,  Mrs.  Amelia  Bradley,  was  derived  from  her  letters  to  friends  and 
family  and  from  her  memoirs.  Whenever  possible,  I  tried  to  use  her 
exact  words,  or  a  reasonable  facsimile  thereof,  but  overall,  I  told 
her  story  my  way.  I  have  tried  to  be  true  to  her  version  of  the 
events  surrounding  the  birth  of  little  Yuri  and  her  relationship  with 
the  Metrovitchs.’  There  is  a  great  deal  of  information,  in  books  and 
in  Internet  articles,  about  Madame  Blavatsky.  Not  all  of  it  is  kind, 
nor  in  agreement  with  her  rendition  of  the  events  as  told  in  her 
memoirs.  However,  I  choose  to  believe  Madame  Blavatsky,  and  I 
agree  with  her,  that  it  is  none  of  my  business  anyway. 


Pastels  are  the  nuance  of  color.  To  understand  communication,  we  must  understand 
the  nuances  of  communication.  Creative  communication  is  a  highly-nuanced  form  of 
communication  that  relies  on  audience  interpretation  and  perception  to  create  meaning 
and,  consequently,  understanding.  The  journal  Pastels  is  dedicated  to  the  acts  of 
interpreting,  perceiving,  and  making  sense  of  how  we  communicate  our  identities  and 
worldviews.  This  journal  will  feature  the  work  of  Purdue  University  Calumet  students 
by  inviting  creative/performative  personal  narratives,  plays,  performances  or  excerpts 
from  plays  or  performances,  photography,  critiques  of  creative  work,  and  essays  on 
communication  and  the  creative  process,  or  essays  which  explore  the  media  arts. 
The  journal,  which  will  be  published  annually,  will  showcase  work  that  focuses  on 


how  self-expression  and  identity  merge  in  the  creation  of  text 


